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Pete) TECHNICIANS HOLD GOOD JOBS in more than 

00 Broadcasting stations in the U. 8. with average pay among 
the country’s best paid industries. Aviation, Police, Commer- 
tial Radio are other fields which employ Radio Technicians 
and Operators, I give you the Radio training you need for 
jobs like these, and train you to be ready when Television 


Busy Radio Industry Increasing Demand 
For Radio Operators and Technicians 





LEARNING RADIO AT HOME NIGHTS THIS WAY 
HAS LANDED GOOD JOBS FOR HUNDREDS 


Here is a quick way to more pay. Radio offers beginners a 
chance to make $6, $10 a week extra in spare time a few 
_— from now, and to train for opportunities paying up 

to $80, $40, $50 a week for full-time Radio Technicians and 
Operators. On top of record business, the Radio industry 
: getting millions of dollars worth of vital defense orders. 

Many Radio Technicians and Operators have entered military 
service, opening many opportunities for men with Radio 
training. Clip the coupon below and mail it. Find out how 
I have trained men from 16 to 50 years old to make more 
money in Radio—how I = train you, too, for Radio’s op- 
portunities. 











/a i Extra Pay 
a § in Army, 
‘=e Navy, Too 


Every man likely to go into 
military service, every sol- 
dier, sailor, marine, should 
mail the Coupon Now! 
Learning Radio helps men 
get extra rank, extra pres- 
tige, more interesting duty 
at pay up to 6 times a pri- 
vate’s base pay. Also pre- 
pares for good Radio jobs 
after service ends. IT’S 
SMART TO TRAIN FOR 
RADIO NOW. Mail the 
coupon, 











opens new jobs in the future, Get the facts. Mall the Coupon, 





REPAIRING, SERVICING, SELLING 
home and Auto Radio sets (there are 
more than 50,000,000 in use) gives good 
jobs to thousands. Public Address Sys- 
tems are another source of profit for Ra- 
dio Technicians. Many Radio Techni- 
cians operate their own spare time or full 
time Radio business, Mail the Coupon. 


N. Re i. Trained These Men At Home 









3 Chief Operator 
Broadcasting Station 


Before I completed your 
4 lessons, I obtained my 


4 ator’s license and imme- 
diately joined — Station 
@ WMPC where I am now 
Chief Operator.—Hollis F, 
ives, 827 Madison St,, Lapeer, Mich. 


Had Own Business ez 
Mos. After Enrolling : 


went into business for 
Myself 6 months after en- 
Tolling. In my Radio re- 
pair shop I do about $300 & 
worth of eS a month, = 
4 can’t tell you how valu- 
able your Course has been 





Now Chief Radio 
Engineer 

I am now Chief Radio 
Engineer at Kankakee 
Ordinance Works and very 
Pleased with my new posi- 
tion. If I had not taken 
the N.R.I. Course I might 
be Gigging ditches or per» 
haps unemployed.—R. 8. Lewis, 410. 
Whitney St., Joliet, Ti. 


$40 2 Month Extra 
im Spare Time 


i de Radio Service work 
in my spare time only, 
operating from my home, 
and I net about $40 a 
month. I was able s 
start servicing Radios 8 

months after emrolling 





4 





Beginners Quickly Learn to Earn 
$5 to $10 a Week in Spare Time 


Nearly every neighborhood offers opportunities for # 
good part-time Radio Technician to make extra money 
fixing Radio sets. I give you special training to show 
you how to start cashing in on. these opportunities early. 
‘You get Radio parts and instructions for building test 
equipment, for conducting experiments that give you 
valuable practical experience, You also get my modern 
Professional Radio Servicing- Instrument. My fifty-fifty 
method—half working with Radio parts, half studying 
my lesson texta—makes learn- 
ing Radio at home interesting, 
fascinating, practical, 


Mail Coupon for 
G4-page Book 


It tells about my Course: the 
types of jobs in the different 
branches of Radio; shows let- 
ters from more than 100 men I 
trained so you can seo what 
they are doing, earning. Malt 
the Coupon in an envelope or ay 
paste it on # penny postal. 


J. E. SMITH, President, 
Dept. INXI, 
National Radio jastitute, 
Washington, D. C. 


FREE waowanr BETT ER JOBS 


}. &. SMITH, President, Dept. 1NX1 
National Radio Institute 
Washington, D. C, 

Mail me FREE without obligation, your 64- 


page book, “Rich Rewards in Radio,” (No 
salesman will cali. Write plainly.) 
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PRICE SMASHING SALE! 






EASY TERMS While TH 


qualy an outstandin 

offer! Only because o' 

an exceptional pur- 
chase can I sell these 
rebuilt Noiseless ma- 
chines at the sensa- 
tionally low price of 
$37.85 cash, or for only 
70c a week on my easy 
term price. Each one 
carefully rebuilt so it 
looks hke a new ma- 
chine costing - three 
times as much. The 
mfrs. orig. selling price on this Under- 
wood was $125.00. It’s sent to you in 
Underwood packing box with Under- 
wood book of instructions on care and 
operation. 


A NOISELESS MACHINE 


Latest achievement in typewriters! Pro- 
vides writing perfection with SILENCE, 
For those who want the advantages of 
a quiet home or office. This Underwood 
eliminates the nerve shattering clatter 
common to many models, An aid to bet- 
ter work because it allows clear thinking, 
reduces fatigue, improves accuracy. This 
typewriter disturbs no one, for it is almost 
impossible to hear it operate a few feet 
away. You get all the features of an 
Underwood PLUS Nolseless typing. 


FIRST CHOICE of TYPISTS 


Over 5,000,000 Underwoods now in use! 
as the finest, strongest built! Here is ary 
Underwood with late modern features that give you 
SILENT TYPING, Has all standard equipment— 
keyboard, 2 colors, back spacer, automatic reverse, 
ontenees iwe oe Bay in aie Pegi oe before you 
uy on my ay No igation Trial Pian, = 
turn machine if not satisfied. ee 


WIDE 14” CARRIAGES 


Wide carriage machines for ‘government reports, 
large office forms, billing, ete., only $3.00 extra 
with order. Takes paper 14” wide, has 12” writing 
line. A Real Buy In a rebuilt Underwood Noiseless} 
(See coupon 


international Typewriter Exchange 
231 W. Monroe St, Dept. 1223, Chicago, IN, 
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EY Last! 


EXTRA VALUE! 


YPEWRITER STAND 
Soames 
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» All metal 
mounted on 
casters 


For those who have no typewriter stand 
or handy place to use @ machine, I make 
this special offer. This attractive stand 
that ordinarily sells for $4.85 can be 
yours for only $3.00 extra—payable 25¢ 
amonth. Quality built. Note ali ite oon- 
venient features. (See coupon). 


FREE! 


@ it’s carefully 
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MFRS. 
ORIG. 
SELLING 
PRICE 


$125% 
NO MONEY DOWN 


10 DAY TRIAL 
Easy Terms —10c a Day 


No obligation. See before you buy on 
wide open 10 day trial. Pay no money 
until you test, inspect, compare, and 
use this Underwood Noiseless. You 
judge for yourself: When you are con- 
vinced that this is the biggest typewriter 
bargain you have ever seen then say, 
‘Tl buy.” Send only 70c a week or 
$3.00 a month until term price of only 
$41.85 is paid. There is no red tape or 
oe cei offer is exactly as | 
state it. 


2-YEAR GUARANTEE 


back this machine with my personal 
2-yr. guarantee that it is in A-1 condi- 
tion and will give first class service. 
Over 30 years of Fair Dealing backs this 
guarantee. 


CH TYPING COURSE 


Complete Van Sant home study course free with Underwood, 


illustrated, written expressly for home use 
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DEATH RIDES THE AIR 
'LINE By William 


utheriand 


@Murder in a transport plane! Four 
people suspected! A paid killer; a 
discarded mistress; the guardian of 
the victim's latest illicit love; a pilot 
whose young brother crashed be- 
cause of the victim’s lust for money: 
Inspector Grady gets his man! 


THE TIME OF HER LIFE Sores, 


Mi This $10,000 prize-winni 
TAMED author has writen the acparion 
bythe story of = very young, very 
ONE — alluring, very less adven- 
‘aN tures. Her mother had been 


the gay and reckless “ 
I8idow"” whose mad love of eS I 
had inherited. Her life became a yeil of 
deceie concealing wild escapades with rich 
gad pleasure-sated men-about-town until, 
the final pages, she is tamed by the 
man. Byen at $2 this was'a “Best Seller." 


PLAYTHINGS OF DESIRE ¢,Westey 


a i The flaming fire of 2 it 
STORY Smashing roy tha fore fas PRINTED and BOUND in 
ittering li f Broad 
qusssn 2, toa Secehy OF the Kees MAGAZINE STYLE! 
Woods. A strong emotional 
Peart-siseing oovel of a rich roué and . 
=e _ an eee coneed Ds feces guide you can 
oves mo’ i 
The Sawer an the mes have ail 


= i ic 

tion ““What does a faithful wife ‘owe an 
\@afaithful husband?’ Many $2 editions 
OF this ‘’best seller’® were sold out. 


Hours of Exciting Readin 


SENSATIONAL NOVELS 
BY MASTERS OF FICTION 


NOT ONE WORD OMITTED 


W Think of it—six books of thrilling fietiow 
=—all recent “best sellers"—for fess than 
‘balf the price of one of them! These six 
‘@aring books by famous authors are so en+ 
thralling, so gripping, that the public made 
them “best sellers” at $2. Every one is packed 
swith romance and mystery, passion and 
intrigue... spell-binding in its fast moving 
action... “extra something that it takes 


ito make people clamor fora copy? 





EACH BOOK ILLUSTRATED 
above in ORIGINAL FORMAT 
and BINDING has been RE- 


EACH BOOK Is 
COMPLETE, BOUND SEPARATELY 


AND UNEXPURGATED 

@ Each book—shown above as photographed 
im its original $2 binding—has been re 
printed in clear, easily-read type on pages 
Gy % 9¥@ inches and bound in magazine 
style, The attractive, heavy paper covers are 
alike so that the 6 books form a handsome 
set for your library. Not one word has been 
lefe out! Hours of exciting entertainment 
are yours ..~ for only 98c! 


6 = 98... 


oli sold in its $2 edit 


9 for Less Than $1.00! 


ONLY FAMOUS “BEST SELLERS” ARE INCLUDED! 
Every book selected for its record of popularity. We are so sure you will be 









GIRL codentete 
The passionate story of 


era Ns 
LOVE born to love under the 
of @ summer night and « bor whom hea 

ts forbade. They called her “‘fast’? 
ia Chicago but per pg lieved im 


ing 
‘against the strangling coaventions 
res; ility! Formerly $2. 


b 4 Y Pee 
THE MARRIAGE GUEST Serres, 
f a vicarious loves 
nevoyg Mf The tale of a vics 
a sensitive woman 
AGAINST who has succumbed to 
CONVEN> necessities of existence ani 
TIONS pee lye foo 
spirit to the- en 
with, is loved by and bears children 
the maa she really loves, Stark drama 
. crucifixion of three lives, 
which runs the golden thread of @ 
woman's passionate, enduring love, defye 
ing che world. $2 worth of intense drama! 


BROADWAY RACKETEERS o2",.; 


O'Conner 
THELusts BIA masterpiece of the Main 
of the 


Stem by the Bernard Shaw of 
Broadway. You get both sides 
RACKEY of the Ser ig ots the laugha 
B and lusts of cket 
told in the jargon of Rackets 
. D as Broadway artifice, 
in all its phases, blazing with illicit lov 
honeycombed with intrigue, teeming wii 
awift-paced lives, exposed to the light 
as in chis volume. Real life charactert 
as ociginally 











with authentic date exactly 
tion. 


TAKE ADVANTAGE OF THIS 
ASTOUNDING OFFER NOW! 


@ We are able to make you this astonishing’ 
Offer only because of our tremendous volume 
of sales and because we want to introduce 
the Mayfair Editions of “best sellers” to 
new readers at this low price! 


EDITION-LIMITED:.. MAIL COUPON NOW! 


MAYFAIR PUBLISHING CO. 
1790 Broadway, Dept. 1111R, New Yerk, N. ¥. 
Please send me the a} Dest sellers. K wit 
@ postman 98e, plus a few cents post- 
am not completely sat. 
In five days 
be refunded 





immediately. 
Nam® osscccsccccecscescsssseeeseoces 


AGGPOSS scccceccecevocescssccvssesese 


delighted with these books that we guarantee to return your purchase price in 
five days if you are not completely satisfied. Don'¢ miss this chance... send the 
coupon today while they last! You can’: lose! 


City. cecerecewoeverecs BA. cossecses 
If you enclose $1 with this coupon we will 





all postage charges. Canadian prdere 
eam Bras in advance. Foreign orders 6 shillings 
MAYFAIR PUBLISHING CO.. 1790 BROADWAY, NEW YORK, N. Y. in advance. 





SATISFACTION. GUARANTEED -OR- MONEY. IMMEDIATELY. REFUNDED 
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: ARE YOU UNHAPPY IN LOVE? 


Everywhere men ‘and women are eagerly seeking their 
full share of Love and Happiness for “All the world 
loves a lover”! Are you getting what you want out of 
life? Are you happy? Do you possess the “fatal 
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be 


Y men and women to want to 


WLOVE AND BE LOVED! 


. to have a husband, a wife, children, a happy home, 
to have peace and contentment, a life free from care 
and worry. Many people go through a whole lifetime 

4, enjoying a continual Romance. Do you know the 
QE = secret of such joy? 
ix 
Ny 
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THE FATAL FASCINATION OF 
GREAT LOVERS EXPLAINED 


= 
ing yy Perhaps you have longed for ‘‘a great Romance” and 
felt that you, too, could be a Success in the Game of 
\) Love if properly informed. Perhaps you have asked 
\} yourself: 
iY q “What was the secret power of Cleopatra over Mark 
% Anthony? The fascinating charm of Josephine for 
? Napoleon? How did Madame de Pompadour win back 
the love of Louis the XV when she had lost him? What 
( was the bewitching influence of Helen of Troy and 
Catherine the Great? The vital charm of Cellini, the 
FR impelling magnetism of Byron, Shelley? 
3, What was the secret of that compelling, electric some- 
thing that all the great lovers of history — male and 
female — possessed? 


» LOVE SECRETS OF 5000 YEARS 


L For 5000 years man has won the love of woman and 
py 4woman has melted man’s heart! Often they resorted to 
% Zstrange, exotic methods to Hold their man or woman! 
D - History and Legend have recorded many of the strange, 
N secret formulae, recipes, suggestions, herbs, teas, tonics, 
4 strange and exotic customs practiced by the great lovers 


v/ 










y¥ of history. Now you may have all the FACTS — all 
4 the secret recipes gathered from the four corners of 
(/ the earth together with the ACTUAL INGREDIENTS 
“3 FT, in these ancient documents. 


ANU iff, 
iS om 


charm” that draws love to you? Can you hold the 
1% affection of the one you love? Do you know the secret 
; of winning and holding love? It is only human for 
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AMAZING 3-WAY ‘OFFER 


Never before has such an enticing offer been made! 
Now for the first time you are given the opportunity 
to purchase this thrilling Combination Offer at a price 
that brings it within reach of all. Similar offers — 
much less complete have been sold for as much as 
$25,00! See what you get! 

1, The BLENDED FORMULA based on Aristotle’s his- 
toric "GOLDEN CABINET of SECRETS", which 
contains SO actual herbs, teas, roots and other 
ingredients. All packed in a Golden Cabinet-like 
Container, Original price $2.50. 

2. A_ Special PRIVATELY PRINTED MANUSCRIPT 
which describes all 50 herbs and other ingredients, 
how and when they were used, Rituals, or Where 
they came from, etc. Original price $2, 

3. The Beautiful 14K gold plated UNIVERSAL AMU- 
LET OF LOVE. A gorgeous creation of the jeweler’s 
art with fuli directions as to how it was and even 
today is used. Original price $2.50. 


SOME OF THE ENTHRALLING SUBJECTS REVEALED 


Love potions, Powders and Draughts, Love Potions of 
tho indian Princes, |The Witch’s Knot, Rowland’s 
Recipe, Herbal Philtres, The Windu Method, The 
Famous French Love Potions. Recipes, Legends, Me- 
theds, Practices in Persia, Arabia, China, India, 
Egypt, Greece, Italy, England, Africa, plus many other 
subjects too numerous to mention. 


SEND NO MONEY 
Simply fill owt and mail the conpon below. Remember you 
do not pay the original price of $7.50 BUT ONLY $2.99 
plus a few cents postage on delivery. Do not delay! Drop this 
coupon in the mail—today and save $4.52. 
FREE! Wf yon send semittance with order we not only 
© prepay postal charxes but include FREE of charge. 
@ beautiful, genuine, hand carved COROZO NUT LOVE RING 
(Retai] valve $1.00) imported from Vuerto-Rico—the Isle 


t, 
of Enchantme tay an SS Oh GS Ge MS ES Ga GD GD 
i MARVEL. PRobuCTs a 


34 West 33rd St., Dept. CF-11 
B New York, N. Y. 















your Amazing  3- ae 

Offer (GOLDEN CABINET OF SECRETS’ 
Behe ae ine he Ppt tis CRIPT and 
UNIVERSAL AMULET OF LOVE) which ori- 
winally sold for $7 


I enclose $2.98. Please ship to me 


Ned ecied BO prevatal ang ‘be gure to Include’ Free i 


BD Sere Cc.0.D, 1 will pay posiniak $2.98 
Ss EC 2 ETS plus postage on delivery. understand 
that Free ring will NOT Sy included. 
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By ROBERT LESLIE BELLEM 


brawl as soon as he emerged 

from his toolhouse at the 
Fleetwing Aircraft Engine plant. 
Two uniformed guards had cap- 
tured a voluptuous brunette girl 
scaling the high wire fence that 
enclosed the factory grounds; and 
now, under the raw brilliance of 
6 


2) tre STORME spotted the 


X-B 391-A. 


banked floodlights, they were sub- 
jecting her to a midnight man- 
handling. 

Her clingy rayon dress, Storme 
noticed, had already been torn 
open from neckline to belt, dis- 
closing a glimpse of surging white 
breasts as ripe and firm as passion- 
fruit. Her tapered legs kicked out 








Fury churned through his soul when he saw the girl on the platform. 


wildly as she tried to free herself 
of restraint; but the effort merely 
earned her a slap across the face 
hard enough to make her whim- 
per. 


Seeing that blow, Jeff Storme 
was galvanized into action. His 
lanky body stiffened and his grey 
eyes narrowed to slits of ice in the 
tanned leanness of his features. 


Jeff hated the role he was enacting, but he could see no other 

course. At all costs—even though it cost him his sweetheart 

—he must leave no stone unturned in the defense of his 
country 


8 aS picy-Adventure Stories 


He roared “Hey, what’s the idea?” 
and plunged at the main gate, 
bashed it open. Outside, he charged 
at the uniformed pair. 

Without releasing their squirm- 
ing brunette captive, they swung 
around on him. They were big 
bruisers, those guards, each of 
them a six-footer with the pound- 
age to go with it. One wore ser- 
geant’s stripes and a matching ar- 
rogance; Flobert, his name was, 
the toughest private bull on the 
Fleetwing Aircraft payroll. He 
_beetled his black brows and 
snarled “Who the hell do you 
think you are, wise guy?” 

Storme thumbed the circular 
celluloid badge fastened to his 
overalls, the badge that carried 
his photograph and identified him 
as a Fleetwing employe. “I’m Jeff 
Storme, mike-checker. Now get 
your hooks off that girl.” 

“Oh. That chippie’s a friend of 
yours, huh?” 

“Call her that again and rl 
ram your teeth down your ugly 
throat. Yes, she’s a friend of mine. 
Sonya Valenska. Her folks run the 
boarding house where I live—and 
you’ve got no business pushing her 
around.” 

Flobert’s lips peeled back in a 
humorless grin. “Don’t be telling 
me my business, pal. I caught her 
tryin’ to climb this fence, see? And 
you know damn’ well what hap- 
pens to people who go snoopin’ 
around a war-industry plant.” 

“Oh-h-h, please ... !” the bru- 
nette girl wailed faintly. “I didn’t 
m-mean any harm. Don’t t-take 
me to prison! I w-was only .. .” 
The words died to a gasp of sud- 
den pain as Flobert twisted her 
wrist with vicious sadism. 


EFF STORME balled his fists 

knuckle-white; took a swift step 
toward the uniformed sergeant. 
“I’m telling you once more to take 
your hooks off her, mister.” 

“And if I don’t?” 

“You'll be needing a new face,” 
Storme rasped. “Sonya is no sab- 
oteur.” 

“Then why was she tryin’ to get 
inside?” 

“T’ll give you the trath. IT asked 
her to come.” 

Flobert’s bushy brows lifted sar- 
donically. “Oh. A date, hunh? A 
little neckin’ party in some nice 
cozy corner of the toolhouse. I 
get it. That’s just ducky. I’m 
sure glad you told me, pal.” 

“Glad? Why?” 

“On account of I think I’ll pinch 
hit for you,” the beefy sergeant 
chortled. Then he slugged a stiff 
left to Jeff, Storme’s midriff; fol- 
lowed it with a solid uppercut to 
the jaw, a punch that packed dy- 
namite. 

Storme’s knees buckled. He 
went down. There was a roaring 
in his ears, a dull haze fogging his 
vision, a sickened nausea in the 
pit of his stomach. Writhing on 
the ground, unable to arise, he 
dimly saw the two guards drag- 
ging Sonya Valenska toward the 
shadows beyond the reach of the 
floodlights; and he sensed what 
was in store for her. Flobert’s 
hands were already seeking and 
exploring her lush curves despite 
her frenzied, helpless writhing. 

Jeff Storme wagged his head 
savagely to clear away the cob- 
webs; staggered to his feet, punch- 
drunk but determined. Then, re- 
covering his strength, he loped in 
pursuit of the two private cops 
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and their moaning, helpless pris- 
oner. 


He caught up with them behind , 


a pile of stacked lumber. Sergeant 
Flobert was mauling the Russian 
girl backward, his mouth batten- 
ing on her unwilling lips. The 
torn bodice of her dress had been 
yanked down over her shoulders 
and Flobert’s avid eyes licked 
greedily at the sweet display. 
“Rasy, baby,” he was panting. “I 
ain’t gonna hurt you... much.” 
Then he kissed her again. 

That was when J eff Storme 
nailed him. 

Storme’s attack held the advan- 
tage of surprise. Sergeant Flo- 
bert’s uniformed underling seemed 
too startled to make a move, and 
Flobert himself was too busy paw- 
ing at the brunette girl to have 
time to protect himself. In conse- 
quence, Storme smashed full-tilt 
into the fellow without hindrance; 
yanked him backward and meas- 
ured him for a kayo. . 

But the sergeant was fast with 
his reflexes. He rode. with Storme’s 
first battering punch, came back 
with a lifted knee that would 
have crippled his lighter adver- 
sary had it landed. It didn’t land, 
though. Storme twisted, took the 
kick on his thigh where it did no 
damage. Then, while Flobert was 
still off-balance, Storme got him 
with a looping right to the jaw. 

He put all his wiry strength into 
the blow, followed through with 
perfect timing. Flobert’s teeth 
clicked together with a curious 
grinding noise. His hot eyes walled 
back until only the whites showed. 
He dropped. 

Jeff Storme turned menacingly 
to the other uniformed man, who 


apparently had not yet recovered 
from his surprise. “Okay, chum. 
You want a dose of the same medi- 
cine?” 

The cop made a belated move’ 
for his holstered revolver—a move 
arrested in midair as Storme’s fin- 
gers clamped his wrist. “Hey—!” 
he yelped. 


i. ee spoke quietly, his voice 
laden with cold threat. “Now 
look. I know you can call for help, 
have me pinched. I know you can 
have Miss Valenska thrown in the 
can for trespassing. But if you do, 
we'll both testify how you and Flo- 
bert tried to assault the girl be- 
fore turning her over to the au- 
thorities. That wouldn’t look very 
pretty on the record, do you 
think?” 

“No, but—” : 

“So all right. It’s a stand-off. 
You keep quiet and so will we. 
Agreed?” 

The company cop shrugged un- 
easily. “I guess so.’ 

“Good. And when Flobert comes 
to, you’d better tell him the score.” 
Storme then turned to the brunette 
girl. “Come along, Sonya. I’ll take 
you home.” 

She gave him a grateful glance, 
snuggled, her arm through his in 
a way that caused his elbow to 
press into the swelling base of her 
breast. Together they strode 
away from the factory grounds 
and along the two short blocks 
that led to the boarding house her 
parents conducted for aircraft 
workers. 

On the dark poreh she dans to 
him, her voluptuous figure quiv- 
ering against him, her arms steal- 
ing softly about his neck. “You 
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—you were splendid, Jeff, t-to 
save me.” 

“That damned Cossack!” he 
grunted sourly. “I wish I had 
broken his filthy neck. He’s a sym- 
bol of the whole dirty American 
system, the strong oppressing the 
weak, the ones in power looting 
and pillaging and defiling the 
common people!” It cost Storme 
a highty effort to speak such trea- 
son but he foreed his voice to a 
counterfeit anger, a spurious heat 
of resentment. He was playing a 
game, a dangerous and imperative 
game whose stakes were far great- 
er than any he had ever before 
attempted. 

The girl’s dark eyes surveyed 
him, seeming to probe into his 
very brain. “You talk that way 
because a company policeman 
tried to m-make love to me?” 

“That’s only part of it,” he 
growled. “It’s true I care for you, 
Sonya. Otherwise I wouldn’t have 
asked you to come to me at the 
toolhouse tonight. But it goes be- 
yond that. I say Flobert is a sym- 
bol. A symbol of everything I 
hate!” 

“And yet you work for the air- 
plane engine plant. You work to 
produce defense materials for this 
system you say you despise.” 

He twisted his lips in a bitter 
smile. “A man’s got to live. It 
takes money; and how else can I 
earn it except by working at a job 
I’ve been trained to do? That 
doesn’t mean I enjoy it. I’d like 
to tear down the whole rotten 
scheme, rebuild it the way it 
should be built. With the workers 
getting the breaks they deserve. 
The breaks they’re already get- 
ting in other countries.” 


“T wonder if you really mean 
that, Jeff.” 

“] mean it as much as I love 
you,” he answered her; and in this 
reply there was no untruth, for he 
did not love Sonya Valenska any 
more than he hated the American 
way of life. He was merely enact- 
ing a role that might, in some 
small measure, help defend his 
country from the insidious en-- 
croachment of foreign dictator- 
ships. 

The Russian girl nestled closer 
to him in the darkness. “If you 
would let me put you to the 
test. . .” she whispered into his 
ear. 

“A test of my love?” His em- 
brace suddenly crushed her and 
his mouth hunted her parted lips. 
She was willing enough to accept 
his kiss; eager, apparently, to let 
him fondle her. And yet, despite 
her surrender, he found little 
pleasure in what he was doing. It 
was a task, a job that must be 
done; and as he caressed her he 
kept thinking of another girl... 

The girl he really loved... 
Betty Pelton. .. 


HE tried to pretend that it was 

Betty, slender and blonde and 
hauntingly beautiful, who was in 
his arms, rather than this states- 
que Russian woman. And the 
kisses he rained on Sonya’s moist 
mouth seemed almost a profana- 
tion of the cau? love he had 
for Betty. . 

There was a cushioned porch 
swing nearby. He drew Sonya 
Valenska toward it; pressed her _ 
backward with his demanding 
weight. “You asked me for a test. 
Here it is!” he panted harshly. 


X-B 391-A at 


His lips traversed her throbbing 
throat, her lilting white shoulders 
where the clingy rayon dress had 
been ripped open by the aircraft 
factory guards. He sensed a sud- 
den tightening of her mounded 
breasts. Her lush body seemed 
moved by scalding inner tides 
storm-swept with hunger for him. 


ONG moments later he drew her 
to her feet, supported her with 


Storme’s attack held all the ad- 
vantage of surprise. 





his arms. .“Now you know how I 
feel about you,” he said in a growl- 
ing whisper. “Can you have any 
doubts, my Sonya?” 

For answer, she gave him her 
mouth again, repaying him in the 
same kind of coin he had just 
spent. And it was while their lips 
were still welded in a fervent kiss 
that someone stepped up to the 
porch; someone who gasped: “Jeff 
—Jeff Storme—oh, my God!” in a 
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voice broken by ate uso 

Storme whirled, eyes stupid 
. with disbelief, his heart hammer- 
ing savagely. In the gloom he rec- 
ognized the newcomer. It was 
Betty Pelton, his fiancee; the girl 
he planned to marry when the 
right time came. 

Betty stood there before him, 
slender and wraith-like in a white 
linen frock that stressed the lilt- 
ing symmetry of her figure, the 
boyish flatness of her hips, the 
perky curves of her unbrassiered 
and dainty breasts. Tears glis- 
tened on her pale, wan cheeks; 
tears of amazement and of heart- 
break. “Jeff. . .” she said again, 
weakly. 

His own voice went harsh, raspy. 
“Betty! What in God’s name are 
you doing here?” 

“T_J knew you’d be home from 
night shift at this hour. I hadn’t 
seen you or heard f-from you in 
more than a week. So I c-came to 
v-visit you. .. I’m sorry if I in- 
terrupted. . .” 

He wanted desperately to leap 
at her, take her in his arms, ex- 
plain the truth of the matter. But 
he did not dare. Too much hinged 
on the course that had been set for 
him; he told himself he must place 
his country’s welfare before his 
own happiness. It was a bitter 
decision to make; but he had no 
choice. He knew that Sonya Val- 
enska was watching him, waiting 
to hear what he was going to 
say. - 

Slowly he unelenched his fists. 
“Betty, listen to me. This is a rot- 
ten thing I’ve got to tell you. But 
—well, it’s all over between you 
and me. I mean—” 

“You—you love this girl?” Bet- 


ty indicated the brunette Russian 
woman. 

“Vas,” 

“T_I understand, Jeff. It’s all 
right.” She turned, her shoulders 
slumping, and left the porch; van- 
ished in the night. And to Jeff 
Storme it seemed that there were 
only dead’ ashes where his heart 
had been. 


HE looked at the brunette girl. 
“Well, Sonya, do you need any 

further proof that you’re the one I 
love?” 

She smiled enigmatically. “Per- 
haps?” 

_ “What do you mean, perhaps?” 

‘Her pointed tongue licked over 
too-red lips. “It is true you sent 
the slender blonde one away. It is 
true you have ... made me your 
woman. But if you really want me, 
there is- something else I would 
have you do.” 

“Name it!” 

She said: “Come,” and drew him 
into the house. 


PSteAD of taking him upstairs, 

she led him toward a door in the 
kitchen, a door he had not known 
about. Opening it, she disclosed a 
steep staircase leading downward 
to a secret cellar. Light gleamed 
down there, and low voices blend- 
ed in a babbling monotone—fur- 
tive, conspirational. 

Jeff Storme feigned astonish- 
ment. “What the devil is this, 
Sonya? Who’s down there?” 

“Men whom I want you to join,” 
she. answered. Then, before con- 
ducting him down the steps, she 


-opened a small cupboard and 


brought forth a red mask, a silken 
thing with eye-slits and a trailing 
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drape that would conceal its wear- 
er’s features from hairline to chin. 
“Put this on. Then follow me.” 

He obeyed mechanically; and 
then he found himself in the un- 
derground room, surrounded by a 
dozen men similarly masked. They 
were grouped in chairs before a 
small platform at the far end of 
the cellar, and when they saw Son- 
ya Valenska leading a newcomer 
into their meeting-place they 
leaped up in unison; burst into 
growling questions. 

The Russian girl raised her 
hand. “Quiet, my comrades. I have 
brought you a new recruit who can 
help us much in our work. I vouch 
for him.” 

Muttering ceased, and Storme 
was conscious of suspicious eyes 
appraising him through the slits in 
a dozen red masks. He wondered 
what he was supposed to do now. 
As if having read his thoughts, 
Sonya told him: “Be seated. We 
await the coming of our Leader. 
He will soon arrive. Then the 
meeting will begin—and you will 
learn many things.” 

Storme’s pulses raced. He had 
come thus far with an almost fan- 
tastic ease. If the rest of his job 
should prove as simple, sabotage 
at Fleetwing Aircraft would soon 
be erased like marks from a black- 
board. Somehow, though, he had 
a feeling that matters were pro- 
gressing too smoothly; that dan- 
ger lay ahead. And when he 
thought of Betty Pelton, his throat 
tightened painfully. Somehow he 
must contact Betty, he told him- 
self; contact her soon and explain 
the scene she had witnessed be- 
tween himself and Sonya Valen- 
AER SS 


His thoughts jerked back to the 
present as someone clumped down 
the steep wooden staircase. He 
twisted around, stared at the red- 
masked man who now moved 
stolidly toward the tiny platform. 
This newcomer was big, muscular 
in his baggy tweeds, latently sin- 
ister in his crimson hood-mask. 
Was this the “leader” to whom the 
brunette Russian girl had alluded, 
the one they were all waiting for? 
If so, who was he? What foreign 
identity lay behind that bright red 
mask? 

The fellow stepped up to the 
platform, cleared his throat. When 
he spoke, his voice was snarling 
and,guttural as if deliberately dis- 
guised. 

“Heil, comrades!” 

In concert came the muttered re- 
sponse. “Heil!” 

There was an instant of silence. 
Then the masked speaker again 
addressed his listeners, “Tonight 
you were summoned for a discus- 
sion of methods. But I have 
changed my plans. There is some- 
thing more important for me to do. 
Therefore I dismiss you. Go back 
to your posts.” 

Jeff Storme would have depart- 
ed with the others, but Sonya Val- 
enska clutched his arm. “Not you, 
my lover. You will remain and talk 
to the Leader.” 

Storme’s eyes narrowed behind 
the mask. “About what?” 

“About the test I mentioned,” 
she said. Then, when the last of 
the mob had gone, she took him to 
the man on the platform. “This is 
the one,” she said. 

The hulking fellow studied 
Storme. “So you wish to join us. 
Correct?” 
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“That depends. What kind of 
organization are you running?” 

“T think you must have already 
guessed, my friend. America 
stands in need of a changed gov- 
ernment, a government for the 
benefit of the workers. It is our 
task to accomplish that change— 
to help get it under way. In this 
you can be of great assistance—if 
you are willing.” 
~The Russian girl answered for 
Storme. “He is willing. I can as- 
sure you of that, my Leader. He 
hates the present system, the mon- 
ey-grabbing capitalists who grind 
down the laboring men and defile 
their women. . .” 

“Good,” the big man grunted. 
Again he looked at Jeff Storme. 
“Listen closely. This is to be your 


task.” And he poured out a tor- 


rent of crisp, curt orders; orders 
that amazed Storme by their clev- 
erness. 


N it was finished, Storme 
nodded briefly: “I’m willing. 
Now may I go?” 

“Not for ten minutes,” the 
masked one rasped. “That is to 
insure that you will not summon 
the police while I am still in this 
place.” He cast a glance at Sonya 
Valenska, “I rather imagine you 
will not find it unpleasant to re- 
main here a while.” And he 
clumped up the steep steps; left 
Storme alone with the brunette 
girl. 

She cuddled close to him. “You 
could remove the mask now, if you 
wanted to... kiss me.” ; 

His nerves were twanging with 
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desire to get away, to report what 
he had learned. But he realized 
that he must play his cards cau- 
tiously lest Sonya suspect his true 
intentions. So he slipped the crim- 
son silk from his face, put his arms 
around his voluptuous companion, 
mauled her to the platform. “Your 
beauty tortures me!” he lied. “I 
want more than kisses. . .!” 

Her fingers fumbled at the torn 
front of her dress, where she had 
pinned the edges together. The pin 
came out; she threw it away. “So 
you will not seratch your hands 
when you touch me,” she whis- 
pered temptingly. 


E WAS past one-thirty in the 

morning when Jeff Storme final- 
ly left the cellar. He went up- 
stairs in the boarding house, os- 


The steel gauge block stopped 
him in his tracks, 





tensibly to his hall bedroom; bade 
Sonya good-night at the door of 
her own chamber. But when she 
was gone, Storme descended again 
to the first floor; silently stole into 
the night. 

There were two things he must 
do, and swiftly. One was to report 
to his superiors. The other was to 
see Betty Pelton and try to make 
amends for the way he’d treated 
her tonight. Somehow he was 
haunted by the expression he re- 
membered seeing on Betty’s wan 
features when she caught him 
holding the Russian woman in his 
embrace. There had been heart- 
break in that look, heartbreak he 
had to mend. That seemed more 
important, now, than anything 
else. 

Hurriedly he strode along the 


16 Spicy-Adventure Stories 


silent streets, block after block, 
until at long last he came to the 
little cottage where Betty Pelton 
lived alone. He rang the bell, im- 
peratively, savagely. 

Presently the slender blonde 
girl opened the front door. Her 
azure eyes widened. “Jeff ... 
you!” 

He looked yearningly at her 
lovely, lissome contours so indis- 
creetly revealed by the sheerness 
of her crepe de chine nightgown. 
A light glowed at her back, sil- 
houetting her dainty hips and 
long, tapered legs; cascades of un- 
pent golden hair streamed about 
her dulcet shoulders, making her 
flesh seem even more creamy by 
contrast. The sight of her pert lit- 
tle breasts pouting through gos- 
~samer silk made his blood race 
madly through his veins. 

“Yes, Betty. I’ve got to talk to 
you, tell you about—” 

She drew back. “You’d come 
here to me... after what I saw 
you doing to that other girl. . .?” 

Deliberately he pushed her 
aside, entered the house and 
forced her to come with him into 
the tastefully furnished living 
room. “Betty, my sweet, you’ve 
got to listen to me. You’ve got to 
understand. I lied to you when I 
said we were finished. I had to 
lie.” 

“So that you would not lose 
your Russian mistress?” 

He reddened. “She’s not my 
mistress, Betty. -I.made love to 
her, yes. It was part of my job.” 

“Your job—?” 

“Yes. ’m not what you think I 
am, sweetheart. I’m not an ordi- 
nary airplane-factory toolman. 
I’m an agent of the FBI. God help 


me, I’m not supposed to tell any- 
body that; but I can’t help myself 
now. You’ve got to know—so 
you'll understand what it was all 
about.” _ 

The blonde girl stared at him. 
“You — you’re a Federal detec- 
tive?” 

“Right. I was assigned to duty 
here in the Fleetwing plant for a 
special purpose. You know that 
Fleetwing has been working on a 
new long-range bomber plane; the 
biggest ship ever built in this 
eountry or anywhere else. The 
X-B 391-A—that’s the serial num- _ 
ber of this experimental bomber.” 

“T—l’ve heard of it, Jeff. I’ve 
heard that if the design proves 
successful it can be built in quan- 
tities and make the United States 
the world’s most powerful nation 
in aviation. But I don’t see—” 

He seized her hands, squeezed 
them. “You will see. Ill make 
you see! There have been attempts 
to sabotage the X-B 391-A from 
the start. That’s why I was sent 
here. Nazi agents were at work; 
but the local authorities couldn’t 
seem to ferret them out. That be- 
came my job; and up until tonight 
I’d succeeded only partially.” 

“How do you mean?” 

“T reached the conclusion that 
Sonya Valenska and her family 
were implicated in the sabotage ac- 
tivities ; that they were really Ger- 
mans, not Russians, That was why 
I went to board with them; why I 
began worming my way into Son- 
ya’s confidence.” S- 

“Then ... you aren’t really in 
love with her, Jeff?” 

He grinned wryly. “Of course 
not. But I had to play the game 
that way. I pretended to fall for 
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her. Tonight I invited her to sneak 
into the factory for a tryst with 
me—” 

“Jeff!” the blonde girl’s voice 
was reproachful. 

“T know. It’s not very nice to 
think about. But I knew she’d be 
caught by the company cops as she 
sealed the fence. That was part of 
my plan, to have her captured. 
Then I figtired to rescue her, which 
would completely gain her confi- 
dence. It worked out exactly as 
I’d hoped.” 

Betty Pelton tried to smile. 
“You took her home and... made 
love to her?” 

“T had to.” 

“You... kissed her. I saw you.” 


REMORSE made him flush pain- 

fully. “It was play-acting, I 
tell you!” he breathed unsteadily. 
“Tt wasn’t anything like ... this!” 
His arms snaked about the slender, 
golden-haired girl’s waist and he 
drew her up close to him, so close 
that his chest flattened her nubile 
little breasts.. She didn’t seem to 
mind the hurtful pressure on her 
rounded charms; instead, she stood 
on tiptoe to accept the kisses he 
had for her. For a long moment 
they clung together in ecstasy, for- 
getful of everything but the desire 
to unite themselves in  love- 
bonds... 

At last he held her at arm’s 
length. “It wasn’t like that when 
I kissed Sonya,” he said again. 
“It was just a job; a thing I was 
compelled to do.” 

“And then... ?” 

“It worked. I told her I hated 
the capitalistic system, the Ameri- 
can scheme of things. I told her 
I’d let her put me to any test she 


wanted. And she took me to the 
headquarters of the sabotage 
ring!” 

“You—you pretended to join?” 

“Right. I talked with the leader, 
a masked man I couldn’t recog- 
nize. He assigned me to a task 
that would ruin the X-B 391A, 
delay its production indefinitely. 
At the plant, I’m a mike-checker. 
That is, I have charge of the 
Johannsen gauges; the master 
blocks which check the measuring 
capacity of every micrometer in 
the factory. I test those micro- 
meters every day, see that they 
don’t vary even a tenth of a ten- 
thousandth of an inch. That’s how 
accurate the work is on the new 
Fleetwing engine for the experi- 
mental bomber.” 

The yellow-haired girl blinked 
at him. “But how could you, alone, 
single-handed, delay production of 
the bomber?” 

“By substituting incorrect 
Johannsen gauges. By mis-setting 
every mitrometer used in the 
plant. It’s a damnable clever idea. 
The mikes would be not more 
than a couple of thousands off— 
but that would be plenty. From 
that time on, every part produced 
for the Fleetwing engines would 
be microscopically offsize, just 
enough to cause an impossible fit. 
The thing wouldn’t be detected 
until final assembly ; then the whole 
works would be haywire.” 

“The engines wouldn’t run?” 

“They’d run, perhaps; but 
they’d break down under the pres- 
sure of service. They might even 
pound themselves out of their 
nacelles on the first test-hop. And 
nobody would know why; because 
every part would apparently 
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check properly with the micro- 
meter specifications. It would be 
the micrometers themselves that 
would be false—and the damage 
would be done before that could be 
discovered.” 

“Oh, Jeff—Jeff! It’s horrible! 
You can’t do a thing like that!” 

Jeff Storme smiled. “I don’t 
intend to, my sweet. I’ve found 
out all I wanted to know about this 
sabotage mob. Now I’ll report to 
headquarters; have them rounded 
up when they hold their next meet- 
ing in Sonya Valenska’s cellar.” 


prom the doorway a harsh voice 

said: “Wrong, my snooping 
FBI friend. We will not be round- 
ed up, because you will not report 
us to your superiors. Get your 
hands in the air!” 

Storme pivoted, saw a beefy man 
in uniform moving toward him 
with drawn automatic. “Sergeant 
Flobert of the factory police!” 

“Yes,” Flobert chuckled. “Like- 
wise gaulieter of the local Nazi 
bund. In other words, the leader 
in the red mask who gave you your 
orders in Sonya’s cellar a while 
ago. Did you think I trusted you 
then, you fool? Ah, no. I waited 
outside; followed you when you 
sneaked from the house. I trailed 
you here; heard everything you 
told this sweetheart of yours. Too 
bad that you said so much to her. 
It means that you both know more 
than is good for you—and people 
like that usually do not live very 
long.’’ 

Fury lowered a hazy crimson 
curtain before Jeff Storme’s vi- 
sion. He realized, now, what an 
idiot he had been to come to Betty 
Pelton before reporting to his su- 


periors. He had let his tongue 
wag—and he had placed his gold- 
en-haired fiancee in jeopardy of 
death! 

Had he been alone in this danger 
it wouldn’t have mattered so much. 
But Betty was in it with him. That 
changed things. He had to do 
something about it—fast. 

He leaped straight for Flo- 
bert’s gun. 

The Nazi agent swerved, raised 
the weapon; brought it down 
across Storm’s jabbing left fist 
with bruising force. Pain stabbed 
screamingly from wrist to elbow 
to shoulder as the blue steel 
smashed Storme’s flesh. Flobert 
laughed when he saw his adver- 
sary’s left arm dangle uselessly. 
He ducked when Storme struck at 
him with his right. “A medal for 
bravery,” he sneered; and he 
slugged the automatic home to Jeff 
Storme’s skull. 

Storme went out with Betty 
Pelton’s shriek ringing in his ears. 


K AWAKENED in the meet- 

ing-cellar under Sonya Va- 
lenska’s house. How long he’d 
been unconscious he had no way of 
knowing, but instinet told him it 
had been many hours. Dazed, pain- 
dulled, he tried to foeus on his 
surroundings, 

He was trussed hand sii foot on 
the floor of the underground room; 
the chamber itself was brightly 
lighted, full of red-masked men. 
Among them moved the brunette 
girl, Sonya Valenska, laughing, 
jesting when casual hands touched 
her boldly as she passed. The lead- 
er of the sabotage bund, masked 
now but easily recognizable as Ser- 
geant Flobert because of his size, 
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The voice from the doorway said: “Get your hands in 


the air!’ 


sat at the edge of the speaker’s 
platform with the ever-present au- 
tomatic strapped to his thick mid- 
dle. He was leaning forward in his 
chair, fumbling at something— 

“Good God!” Jeff Storme choked 
and tried to sit upright. That 
trembling figure at Flobert’s feet 
was Betty Pelton! 

Her golden hair in tumbled dis- 
order, her dulcet figure clad only 
in the gossamer nightgown she 
had worn when Flobert had barged 
into her cottage, she lay bound and 
gagged on the platform as the bund 


leader ran his fingers over her 
snowy shoulders. His caress 
looked almost melodramatic, as if 
it might have been staged and 
timed to meet the moment when 
Storme would regain conscious- 
ness. 

Storme squirmed against his 
fetters; raised his voice in a sav- 
age shout. “Lay off her, you rat!” 
he raged. “Turn me loose and I'll 
break you apart!” 

“Ah,” Flobert said quietly. “I 
thought it was time for you to 
come out of it. The hypo I gave 
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you after I knocked you out lasted 
a bit longer than I expected.” 
Then, to a trio of the red-masked 
bundsters: “Lift him. Bring him 
here to me.” 

Storme felt himself being seized, 
carried forward. Then his captors 


propped him upright before the 


platform, pinioning him so that he 
could not move. 

Over Betty Pelton’s helpless 
form, Flobert spoke to him. “Now 
listen, snoop. Which means most 
to you, this blonde sweetheart of 
yours or your job as a Federal 
dick?” 

“T don’t get you,” Storme said. 
It was a lie, though. He fully un- 
derstood what Flobert meant; and 
sparring for time would not help 
very much. 

The bundster grinned an ugly, 
sinister grin. “You’ve been mak- 
ing a play for Sonya Valenska so 
you could learn our secrets. By 
the same token, Sonya was making 
a play for you—to bring you into 
our organization. It was a game 
of cross-purposes, and the only 
fact we did not know was your 
connection with the FBI. How- 
ever, that does not matter now. As 
a G-man you mean less than noth- 
ing to us. But as a toolmaster, a 
checker of micrometers, you can 
be quite valuable to us.” 

Storme’s eyes narrowed. “Sure. 
You’ve already told me how you 
want me to substitute offsize 
Johannsen gauges at the engine 

‘plant. But I’m not going to do 
it.” : 

“Ah, Very bravely spoken in- 
deed,” Flobert leered. “I wonder 
if you will change your mind when 
you see what pressure we bring 
to bear on your fiancee, here.” He 


stooped over, lifted Betty Pelton 
from the platform. The slender 
blonde girl whimpered as cruel 
fingers clamped her flesh, bruised 
her charms. 

Bound and held impotent by two 
masked bund-members, Jeff 
Storme felt maniac fury churn- 
ing through his soul when he saw 
Flobert plucking at Betty’s gos- 
samer nightgown, shredding it to 
flimsy tatters that no longer con- 
cealed the alluring delights of her 
figure. “Damn you, let her 
alone—!” 

“You dislike the idea, eh, my 
friend? It will be even worse when 
I turn her over to my men, one 
after another.” 

“God! You wouldn’t dare!” 

Flobert snickered. “Wrong. Not 
only will she become the plaything 
of my followers; but you will be 
forced to stand here and watch. 
That should be interesting, nein?” 

“T’ll kill you if you try it. So 
help me God, Il] kill you if it takes 
a hundred years.” Storme’s voice 
was shrill, reasonless. 


ETTY PELTON turned har- 
rowed eyes upon him. “Jeff 
... please! It doesn’t matter wh- 
what happens ... to m-me. The 
bomber is more important. Tell 
them you won’t sabotage it! Tell 
them !” 

For a long moment Storme hesi- 
tated, pondering and weighing the 
situation’s dire potentials. Pres- 
ently he reached a decision. He 
faced Flobert. “You win,” he said 
bitterly. 

“Ah. Then you will do what I 
tell you?” 

“Yes. Turn Betty loose and I’m 
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your man. Your slave, if you want 
it that way.” 

The bund-fuhrer’s thick lips 
eurled. “She will be released only 
when you have carried out your 
part of the bargain. Otherwise 
what guarantee would I have that 
you would not inform your FBI 
superiors?” 

Storme had known this would be 
Flobert’s answer. The sergeant 
was no fool; he could be depended 
upon to foresee and forestall any 
efforts to double-eross him. Until 
the job of sabotage had been ac- 
complished, Betty would be held 
prisoner. After that. . well, 
there wasn’t much hope that she 
would be set free. She’d learned 
too much; her knowledge was dan- 
gerous. All that lay before her 
was death; it had to be that way, 
from Flobert’s viewpoint. And 
Jeff Storme realized this: realized 
that he, himself, would likewise 
be earmarked for murder as soon 
as he had finished the Trojan- 
horse job into which he was being 
forced. 

But the thing couldn’t be helped. 
Surrender was the only way out— 
for the moment. His hands were 
tied, literally as well as figurative- 
ly. Until they were untied, he was 


helpless. 
Browbeaten, abject; he faced 
Flobert. “All right. Keep Betty 


prisoner until I’ve done your work 
for you. Now when do I start?” 
The burly man said: “Right 
away, my friend. I kept you under 
opiates many hours; now it is 
evening again and time for you to 
start your shift at the Fleetwind 
plant. You will go to the tool- 
house, carrying a substitute set of 
gauge-blocks with you. When you 


eome off duty at midnight, you 
will bring me the factory’s gen- 
tine gauges to prove you made the 
substitution. You understand?” 

“T understand. Untie me and 
give me the blocks so I ean get 
started.” As he spoke, Storme east 
a swift glance at his yellow-haired 
fiancee; a glance that hungered 
over her smooth contours and 
drank in the glories of her perfect 
breasts under her torn gossamer 
nightgown. It might. be the last 
time he’d ever see all that entic- 
ing sweetness, he told himself 
grimly; and he wanted the memory 
of it to be with him in the des- 
perate game to come. 


N4AZ hands were busy, now, un- 
fastening his bonds. His an- 

kles were freed, then his wrists. 
He flexed his muscles to restore 
circulation, revive strength. Then 
he reached forth to accept the 
fake Johannsen gauge-blocks that 
were being extended to him. 

They were cleverly counterfeit- 
ed, those shining steel blocks. Even 
an expert might not have detected 
that they were spurious. Ranging 
in size from wafer-thin rectangles 
to polished cubes the size of a 
man’s fist, they clung together 
with surface-adhesion as if mag- 
netized; you separated them only 
by sliding them apart, for it was 
impossible to yank them away 
from each other by main strength, 
so smooth were they machined. 

Jeff Storme took them in his 
two hands; hefted them as if ap- 
praising their perfection. And 
then he made his move. 

He slid a half-pound gauge 
block from its mate. And then, 

(Continued on page 94) 























By — 
GRANT LANE 


DON’T know if all reality is 
| ugly. I know that Honolulu 

is the sweetest dream a girl 
can have; and Honolulu, actually, 
is the ugliest nightmare that could 
possibly happen. But maybe I’m 
prejudiced. 

Paradise of the Pacific? Where? 
Grass shacks ... grass skirts... 
Hula heaven... Poi feasts... 
bronze giants on surf boards. ... 
Land of romance and passion? 
Where? 

The streets are narrow and 
squalid and stink of half rotted poi 
that stands in barrels on the side- 
walk. Korean girls run the barber 
shops ... instead of men... . 
Chinese own and run nine tenths of 
the commonwealth cafes and from 
the odor of their places and the 
taste of the food you can’t be sure 
that cockroaches aren’t served 
with hash. 

If you are unfortunate enough 
to buy a one way ticket and land 
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here, as I did, try to find a job! 
I had one promised. Teaching 
school. A friend of father’s on the 
steamship line knew my family had 
been in poverty since his death, 
and fixed it up. But he didn’t offer 
transportation and, by the time I 
had borrowed from everyone I 
knew, to get third class fare down 
with the cattle, the big hearted 
friend was gone... transferred 


somewhere else, and the teaching 
position was gone. Political shake 
up. 

So here I was with a swell educa- 
tion, a handful of dollars that be- 
longed to people from whom I had 
borrowed, and a naive ambition 








ae “Don’t anybody move!” I could 


barely get the words out. 


to make the best of the situation. 
I was in Hawaii, I figured, and a 
lot of girls I knew would envy me. 
I would “keep my chin up” I said, 
and make the best of it. 


We. it was a tough year, let 

me tell you. The only reason 
I was able to get through it at all 
was because I have (why be modest 
about it) what men think is an un- 
usually well shaped figure. My 
hair is jet black and I wear it 
coiled on my neck. I have pale 
skin, and deep black eyes, and I 
guess from some of the experi- 
ences I had some guys think they 
are “come on” eyes, although so 
far they haven’t been. 

As I say, it was my figure and 
face that got me by for awhile be- 
cause there was a tourist rush. 
First I shagged barbecues out to 


She thought she was working for a private detective agency, 
and the job was like a taste of heaven. Honolulu, itself, was 
like a dream. But a rude awakening awaited her. . . 
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parked cars working for a road- 
side stand. Then a musical show 
came to town and I worked three 
weeks, After that I mixed Sherry 
Flips and Bacardis at a bar. Then 
I tramped the streets looking for 
another job. 

My room rent in the little hotel 
where I had so far managed to 
keep living, in preference to fur- 
nished rooms in Hell’s Half Acre, 
became due, and then kept coming 
due. 

It was about this time the little 
gray haired man came around to 

“see me. He explained things in a 
nice polite way. : 

He had a private detective agen- 
cy, he said, and needed a good girl 
operator. His agency, he ex- 
plained, was high class, and my 
pay, even though I might work 
only a few days, would be big. The 
idea was to get myself acquainted 
with a certain young naval officer 
who would that night be at a ball 
in the swank Royal Hawaiian ho- 
tel. The agency would furnish the 
gown I had to furnish the person- 
ality, the face, the lure, the come- 
on. I was to meet him and make an 
appointment for lunch the next 
day. 

After that, the gray haired man 
said, he would communicate with 
me and tell me what I was to do 


next. It was none of my business. 


what the agency wanted to know 
about the officer and he told me so. 
It was okay with me. There were 
only a couple of things I wouldn’t 
do for the “big money” the gray 
haired man spoke about. 

I went to the ball and things 
came out fine. Lieutenant Larry 
Burris turned out to be a likeable 
chap, and also a lonesome one. It 


was easy to make the luncheon ap- 
pointment. And I kept it. After 
that I saw Lieutenant Larry Bur- 
ris two and three times a day, just 
talking with him, letting him half 
make love to me, and all that. That 
was all I had to do. Just make 
dates and keep them. Each time 
I came back the gray haired man 
was waiting and pumped me dry. 
He wanted to know everything that 


- had been said for a “report to our 


client.” 

There had been a lot said, but 
none of it important, to my mind. 
Larry had come to the islands on 
a navy vessel and was taking a 
Dollar Liner to China. At the 
present he was living inside the 
Navy Yard at Pearl Harbor. 

That was all there was to it, and 
here we are. 

Larry was scheduled to leave on 
the Dollar Liner at ten o’clock 
that night. At eleven in the morn- 
ing, nine hours before his ship 
sailed, I was to meet him in his 
quarters for luncheon goodbye. I 
told the gray haired man. And I 
got my orders, this time much 
more emphatic than any of his 
previous orders. I was to make 
Larry Burris promise to meet me 
at my hotel an hour before the ship 
sailed. 

This sounded okay to me. As a 
matter of fact, I thought I would 
like it. I had grown pretty affec- 
tionate toward Larry. 


S° ON the way to the Navy Yard 

at eleven that morning I 
thought about that, and then I 
thought a lot more about Larry 
and I found that I was beginning 
to be sad that he had to leave. Al- 
so that I was developing a con- 
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science because I had to report all 
of our conversations to the gray 
haired man. 

A big new barracks has been 
built inside the Pearl Harbor sub- 
marine base and one wing is de- 
voted to officers. Larry was wait- 
ing for me inside the screened cor- 
ridor just off the porch. He was a 
big, good looking fellow. His face 
was tan, his hair a bronze color. 
When he smiled it was a flashing 
whiteness that dazzled you. In his 
tropic uniform I didn’t think any- 
one—any Clark Gable or Robert 
Taylor—could be more handsome. 

“Diane,” he said, holding out his 
hands, and taking my wrists, hold- 
ing me so that he could look me 
over. “You’re a treat for sore 
eyes. In white linen—particularly 
that kind that hugs your body—” 

“Stop it,” I said, “be serious. 


Today you kiss off Hawaii with a - 


lei around your neck and Aloha 
ringing in your ears. Why are 
your eyes sore?” 


“T’ve been deciphering codes all 


night,” he said. “God, what a job.” 

He had a nice ring to his voice 
and I liked it. He went on now: 
“But time for a Rum Collins. Then 
I'll shake up a good mess boy and 
we’ll have some lunch.” 

“Twice on the rum for me,” I 
said, “I’m not hungry enough for 
lunch yet.” 

So we went to his suite and it 
wasn’t twice on the rum, it was 
three times with me feeling worse 
and worse about the fact that he 
was going to leave. I was so sen- 
timental about it that I felt like 
confessing why I had originally 
started keeping dates with him. 
But he was going away, and I 
didn’t want him to go away hating 


me. 

Finally he looked at me with a 
queer burning in his eyes, then he 
slid over on the divan so that I felt 
the warmth of his body next to 
me. 

“Diane,” he said. His voice was 
hoarse. “Do you love me?” 

I looked up at him, startled. He 
seemed troubled. I knew in that 
moment that I did love him, but I 
thought: if I tell him now, he’ll 
leave being all upset. He’ll have 
a miserable time doing two years 
duty in China. I ean’t tell him. 
After spying on him like I have, 
I can’t tell him I love him or he’ll 
hate me. I thought that, but oh, I. 
did so much want to tell him. I 
said: 

“It’s not love, Larry, it’s—” 

“It’s what?” 

He had me there, I didn’t know 
how to answer. And, while I was 
trying to think, he swept his arm 
about me and tilted up my chin 
and kissed my lips. They were hot 
kisses, moist. His lips quivered. 
Then suddenly, and I don’t know 
just how this happened, but he had 
pushed me over on the divan, and 
he was holding me close, and kiss- 
ing my face and neck, and ears. 

“You do love me, Diane,” he 
said. 

All I could feel was the fire of 
his kisses, and I was holding tight- 
er to him and breathing deeply. 
“Don’t ever leave me. . . Don’t 
ever leave me...” I said, though I 
must have been completely out of 
my mind when I said this. 

There was a knock at the door. 

He jerked rigidly and straight- 
ened up. I lay there unable to move 
for a moment. I heard him say, 
“All right, Mendoza, but hereafter 
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wait until I ring for you. I don’t 
care if lunch isn’t served after one 
thirty ... I said_all right—bring 
the lunch—now! 


HE returned but the spell was 
broken. I smoothed my dress 
and sat up. He sat down beside 
me, wiping sweat from his cheeks. 
“T must know, Diane,” he said. 
“Do you love me?” 

I thought of my mission. I was 
to make him meet me an hour be- 
fore the boat sailed. “I’ll tell you 
at nine tonight,” I said. 

He turned toward me, his face 
ashen. “But this is goodbye. Don’t 
you see, darling? I can’t see you 
tonight. I— Well, I can’t.” 

The way he said that sounded 
pretty desperate, but I kept up my 
end too, “All right then,” I said, 
“if that’s how deeply your love 
runs, then maybe you’d better skip 
xtz? 

“But, darling—” 

I said: “At nine tonight. At my 
hotel. Our last real goodbye.” 

The lunch came and we argued 
all through that. It went on with 
both sides even for awhile. He 
seemed to have some ghastly fear 
of being on the streets of Hono- 
lulu prior to the sailing of the 
ship. 

But before I left he promised he 
would meet me before he went 
aboard the liner. At nine. In my 
room. 


[¢ WAS triumph, but I went back 

home feeling pretty cheap about 
the kind of triumph it was. The 
way he had acted had put me on 


my guard. There was nothing to- 


do but wait for the gray haired 
man. I had always had to wait 


until he got in touch with me. He 
never gave his name, his telephone 
number, nor his address. He al- 
ways came to me. Up until now 
I had thought perhaps that was 
the way private detectives work. 
Now I was beginning to think dif- 
ferently. 

Well, I paced up and down so 
long in my hotel room that I 
thought I would probably be 
charged extra for wearing the rug 
thin, when the gray haired man 
came in. It was six o’clock. As 
they say in the travel literature 
“the crimson rays of the dying sun 
were sinking majestically between 
the lovely twin peaks at Diamond 
Head silhouetting the shadow of 
happy, carefree beachboys stand- 
ing upright with arms outstretched 
on a surf board that is flying on 
the froth of a Waikiki wave... .” 
That’s what time it was. Six. Time 
to eat in the navy. Time to “dine” 
ashore. Time for very little kids 
to go to bed. Six o’clock, and then 
came the gray haired man looking 
very grim and ugly. 

He was squat, with a barrel 
chest, and slate colored eyes. His 
gray hair was in a wild mop on his 
head, although his clothes were 
always immaculate. But his face 
now, his face on which he was fore- 
ing a faint and very sorry example 
of a smile, was grim. 

“Well, my dear,” he said, clos- 
ing the door behind him. “What 
have we to report?” 

I told him Lieutenant Larry 
Burris would come at nine o’clock. 

He rubbed his hands gingerly. 
“That is good,” he said. He lifted 
a wallet from his back pocket, 
carelessly peeled off three hun- 
dred dollar bills and put them on 
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The heavy iron knocked him in a 
: sprawled heap. _ 
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4 ——- my dresser. That was the most 
A money I had ever seen. I just 


une 
. Ya stood and stared at it. “Your work 
MUL ——— -—+ is through,” he said. “You will va- 
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cate this room at once. You will 
vacate and get another, Your 
service with us has ended.” 

I guess I had been pretty gulli- 
ble, just a dumb woman, and had 
it coming to me, but honest, honest 
to God, I hadn’t expected anything 
like that. “You mean I’m not go- 
ing to see Larry here tonight?” I 
blurted. I must have sounded like 
a sap. 

The gray haired man swung 
about, facing me. “Of course not! 
Why do you think we have been 
paying you to make up to him? 
For your silly reports about the 
progress of a romance?” 

I felt weak when he said that and 
I dropped into a chair. “Yes,” I 
echoed, “that’s what I thought. I 
see— I see I have been wrong. 
Why did you employ me?” 

“Everything,” he replied, “has 
been building up to this night. 
That is all I can say. You had het- 
ter not ask too many questions. It 
might not be healthy. Instead of 
walking out free with three hun- 
dred dollars in your purse you 
might be found floating off Black 
Beach or somewhere. That would 
be a shame, wouldn’t it?” 

“Tt certainly would,” I said, get- 
ting to my feet. I might be dumb, 
but I wasn’t that dumb! I had the 
whole thing figured out now. It had 
suddenly come to me when he said 
that everything had been building 
up to this appointment tonight. I 
was about to tell him what I knew, 
when his warning stopped me. 
Then, infuriated, I was talking. I 
couldn’t help myself. 

“Yes,” I went on, “it certainly 
would. But if you think I don’t 
know -what your game is your 
erazy !” 


“What do you mean?” he 
snarled. 


I WAS into it now and I plunged 

on: “You don’t represent a pri- 
vate detective agency. That was a 
lie. A rotten lie. What you are 
is a spy. Your game is not detec- 
tive—it’s espionage. Larry talked 
about eodes. I get it now. He is 
carrying orders or some new in- 
ventions—or the charts for them— 
which the government you work 
for wants. 

“But he came in on a govern- 
ment ship that docked in Pearl 
Harbor. Your men couldn’t get in- 
to the Navy Yard to steal these 
papers, so you hired me. I was to 
get his confidence. Then, when he 
left the Navy yard on his way 
through the city to the Dollar Lin- 
er, I was to get him to come up 
here. Because that trip—from the 
navy yard to the liner dock—is 
probably the only time he would 
earry the papers. If he made it 
with a navy guard it would be dif- 
fieult to waylay him, and, onee he 
is on the ship, the papers would be 
out of your reach. So you thought 
that a pretty woman’s face could 
get him to drop the guard, for a 
few minutes to kiss his sweetheart 
goodbye. Then you intend to nab 
him. You intend to take the papers 
from him and—” 

I didn’t know how I had gotten 
all that out. I was gasping for 
breath. The gray haired man, his 
face livid, finished for me: 

“__To take the papers from him 
and kill him!” He put a cigarette 
between his lips. “You are right. 
And that’s too bad. So long as you 
were dumb you were safe. But now 
you’re smart, and it’s just too bad, 
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baby. Because in this business 
smart girls, just like smart guys, 
are bumped off. Catch? You’ve 


shot your bolt. So you get yours.”. 


I was so excited that I was shak- 
ing with rage. “It’s not fair,” I 
shouted. “You can’t hit at a man 
through a woman! He trusts me! 
Trusts me, understand? He’ll nev- 
er suspect that— Oh, you can’t do 
that—you can’t use a woman to—” 

The gray haired man moved to- 
ward me, his eyes on my body. 
“Baby,” he said, “in all the wars, 
and in all the peace time intrigues 
in the history of the world; the 
downfall of man has always been 
woman. Meanwhile—baby, before 
it is my very sad duty to—to put 
you in a world where you will have 
wings instead of such pretty—” 

He reached out at me, and I 
jerked away. He seemed to go a 
little crazy then. He lunged at me, 
and with one tremendous pull, tore 
my dress down the middle. He tore 
the clothes off, tore them until they 
were rags on the floor at my feet. I 
was shaking with rage, not fear. I 
was thinking about Larry. . . not 
myself. But now I tried to fight 
this guy off. I had to fight him off 
and get to Larry. That was what 
I had to do! 

But it was no cinch. It certainly 
was no cinch! His sweaty hand 
was pinching my shoulder and the 
whiteness of one breast was turn- 
ing red against the roughness of 
his coat. His other arm was 
around my waist and he was press- 
ing his wet lips to my neck. I hit 
him... I beat my fists against 
him, but it didn’t do any good. 

I felt his hot body next to my 
own. I was horrified now. I was 
pressed back against the wall and 


this stout, broad shouldered gray 
haired man, puffing, and catching 
his breath, was kissing me until I 
hurt all over. I wanted to scream 
but somehow had the good sense 
(or was it good sense?) not to 
scream. He was whispering to me 
now ... mad insane whisperings 
that meant nothing. I was pinned 
against the wall. I shoved, I 
kicked, I did everything I could 
think of doing but I couldn’t get 
him away. 

Then he buried his head in my 
neck, and it was then that I ducked 
down and slipped away from his 
grasp. He ran across the room 
and he plunged after me. I whirled, 
but he grabbed me again, swept 
me into his arms, and now we fell 
across my studio couch. 


I WAS helpless. I could not move. 
How many minutes I was there, 
I don’t know, but all the time I 
was edging toward the table at the 
end of the couch, and then at last, 
while he was writhing, swaying 
catching his breath, I managed to 
grab a flower vase from the table 
and I brought it down on his head. 
He snarled and lifted himself 
and whipped his hand over to take 
the vase from me. I brought it 
down again, this time on his fore- 
head. The vase broke and his head 
began to bleed. He stumbled to 
his feet, and almost at once I too 
was up again. He stumbled to- 
ward me and I backed, grabbing 
my iron this time. I had been iron- 
ing underthings earlier in the day. 
The iron did the trick. It didn’t 
kill him, but he went down, and 
by the way he fell, in a sprawled 
heap, I knew that he wouldn’t get 
up again right away. 
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I stood there and stared at him 
for a minute as though I could 
not believe what I had done, and 
then I began to snap out of it, but 
slowly. I went first to the tele- 
phone. I called the navy yard. I 
eouldn’t explain this sordid busi- 
ness to any officer or Larry would 
get in trouble for being mixed up 
with a woman who had been em- 
ployed by spies... So I asked that 
he personally be brought to the 
wire. : 

But they couldn’t find him. He 
wasn’t in the barracks ... He 
wasn’t in the card room. He wasn’t 
in the mess hall. Still he had not 
checked out. I might try to the 
Navy Yard YMCA, I was told. I 
tried that, with no luck. I tried the 
hospital, hoping he might be say- 
ing goodbye to some friend. I tried 
the Ford Island air base with the 
thought that he might be there 
drinking Aloha with another offi- 
cer who had once been a shipmate 
of his. But it was no go. I just 
couldn’t get him. And I had wast- 
ed all of this valuable time. I had 
to find him, I knew that. I had to 
find him myself and tell him to go 
straight to the liner and to keep 
his guard with him until the ship 
sailed. 

The gray haired man was still 
lying on the floor. He wasn’t mov- 
ing, but I could see his lips flutter 
and knew he was breathing. I 
dragged him into my clothes elos- 
et. It was a hard job, but I had to 
get him out of the way. I couldn’t 
stand to look at him. 

Then I began to dress. I had to 
get different underthings and a 
different dress, of course. The gray 
haired guy had torn my linen out- 
fit to pieces. I dressed quickly, 


putting on a pert brown felt hat 
that had a snap brim. I daubed 
on a little rouge .. . a little lip- 
stick. My face was so pale that it 
was almost ghastly. I was shak- 


ing. 

T left the hotel then. It was sev- 
en-thirty. Time drags until you 
want it, until it is valuable, and 
then it slips away from you like 
sand through your fingers. 

I had the three hundred dollars 
and I chartered a taxi with an 
Hawaiian driver. We made it all 
the way to Pearl Harbor in twenty 
minutes which, in the event you 
are not aware, is somewhat of a 
record. But I had the same luek as 
I had by telephone. He wasn’t 
there. 

I was frantic. 


{= the Hawaiian, understood 
this had to business because I 
greased his palm with plenty of 
dollars. We tore back down the 
road toward the city. That: “Ha- 
waiian sky flecked with the silver 
of stars the dust of which sifts 
through the lazy palms... The 
blazing splendor of night, with a 
Honolulu moon, and soft guitars 
strumming while waves lap softly 
on crystal beaches ..” was the kind 
of night the steamship blurb writ- 
ers would have said it was. 

Joe, the Hawaiian, and I tried 
the Officers’ Club in Honolulu... 
tried the big hotels . .. tried the 
bars. We tried everything, and 
then I was looking at my wrist 
watch, seeing the hand point to 
four minutes to nine. We wheeled 
the car around and opened it up 
for the hotel. I landed out on the 
sidewalk, greasing Joe’s palm 
again, at nine o’clock. 


Grass Shack - 31 













and I pulled the 
gag from Larry’s 
mouth, 


Larry was nowhere in sight. I 
knew that he must be inside. I was 
too desperate to think coherently 
now. I thought the gray haired 
man must have recovered by now. 
You say why didn’t I bring the 
cops into play? Well, if you knew 
Honolulu cops ... and how they 
and the navy get along (Larry told 
me about that) ... and how much 
red tape there can be in a Honolulu 


- court. I knew that bringing cops 


into it would bring disgrace for 
Larry, maybe dismissal from the 
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navy for being mixed up with a 
bunch of spies. And I was still 
enough of a fool to think I could 
handle the situation by myself with 
a little quick thinking. After all, I 
had gotten Larry into this, and it 
was up to me to get him out clean, 
not with a Honolulu detective 
squad hanging around his neck, 
and a navy court martial waiting 
for him. 

I said to Joe: “Got a gun?... 
You cab drivers do carry guns. 
One told me.” 

“Sure,” he said, “I got gun. 
Why?” . 

“Get it and come with me,” I 
said, “and if things get rough don’t 
be afraid to use it. Only use it 
fast. Don’t worry. I’ll pay you 
plenty for your trouble.” 

He stopped still. “Lady,” said 
he, “one thing I don’t do for love 
or money is murder.” He paused. 
“But I’ sell you the gun for twen- 
ty bucks. It’s an automatic. Easy 
to use.” 

“Tt’s a sale, you coward,” I said. 
Right then I couldn’t see the sense 
in his words. But Joe was a smart 
boy. 
“And I come along with you to 
help in fistic end of it, if neces- 
sary,” he added, handing me the 


weapon, “only no murder. At least 


not in hotel room.” 
“All right, Joe,” I said, “come 
_ along.” 


WE went up in the elevator man- 

aging to look fairly innocent, 
I hope, and it being my room nat- 
urally I had the key. Joe and I 
tip-toed down to the room, heard 
voices. Then I shoved the key in; 
the door opened. I saw a blur of 
men in front of me—four includ- 


ing the gray haired man, and Lar- 
ry tied in a chair, stripped to the 
waist. I barged in, said: “Don’t 
anybody move! The first one that 
does gets a taste of this!” 

I heard a thud then, and turned 
around. The door slammed shut, 
the lock clinked, and I saw Joe. 
my Hawaiian friend, sinking to the 
floor. One of the men had slugged 
him with a gun butt. Another one 
of them stepped toward me now. 
I wasn’t fooling a bit. I let go on 
the trigger, and the guy spun 
around, holding his shoulder, and 
landed on the floor all in one big 
nasty piece. 

But if [had hoped for any more 
luck I didn’t have it. The other 
three were on me. They hadn’t 
bothered to shoot me, I guess, be- 
cause they didn’t take me serious- 
ly. The gun was jerked out of my 
hand. I saw Larry’s white face, 
his popping eyes. But he couldn’t 
speak because, tied there in the 
chair like that, there was a gag in 
his mouth. Papers were strewn all 
over the floor. 

The gray haired man laughed: “I 
knew the little helleat would come 
back,” he said. Then he stopped 
laughing and felt his head. I looked 
at Joe, out cold, on the floor. Then 
I was pushed back into the room. 
A tall, bald man who had a scar 
from his lip to the point of his chin 
looked me up and down, and then 
turned around and winked. He 
reached over and grabbed at my 
dress. 

I backed. It seemed all these 
guys wanted to do was maul me. 
But Baldly was nearest. He shoved 
me into a corner, and he was grab- 
bing at my legs; his arm lifted my 
dress until the edge of my pink 
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panties showed. He became really 


serious now. He crushed his lips. 


on mine ... he pressed his body so 
close to mine that I should feel the 


- throb of his whole being. 


He was stronger than the gray 
haired man and I wouldn’t have 
gotten away from him except that 
at that moment there was a ter- 
rible pounding on the door. He 
stopped, looked around. I dove for 
Larry’s chair, I thought if I could 
tip it over, smash it, somehow get 
him out of his ropes, we might 
have a chance. All of this now was 
sheer desperation. 

Well, the chair went over all 
right, and I was reaching around 
and pulling the gag from Larry’s 
mouth. I shouted: “I’m sorry, 
honey... I want to get you out 
of this. ... If you can only fight 
them... .” 

He didn’t answer, he was break- 
ing loose from the chair, breaking 
the chair into splinters, and then 
he was on his feet. All of the three 
spies were excited now. Someone 
was crashing against the locked 
door. One of the men fired at Lar- 
ry. He smashed against him and 
in a brief struggle wrested away 
his gun. He swept me aside so that 
I would be out of their line of fire, 
and then he opened up. I saw Bal- 
dy and the other man go down. 
Only the gray haired guy remained 
on his feet. 

The gray haired guy was the one 
on his feet when the door crashed 
open finally. I looked up, bewil- 
dered, as the room suddenly filled 
with white navy uniforms. Every 
man was armed. 

But, as I just said, the gray 
haired guy was the only spy left 
to apprehend. And he didn’t have 
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to be apprehended. He dropped 
his gun and threw up his hands 
and screamed for mercy. 


ELL, that’s what there is of 

that. Considering everything, 
I think a year of Honolulu was 
enough. I am on a boat now head- 
ed back for dear old San Fran- 
cisco. What I forgot to say is that 
Larry and I both are on this ship. 
In the honeymoon suite. 

You see, a naval officer actually 
was traveling to China with impor- 
tant papers. Only it was a differ- 
ent officer. One I hadn’t even 
known. He got the liner all right, 
with his papers intact, and is on 
his way to China now. Where Lar- 
ry fits in is here: the navy knew 
that a group of spies was working 
in Honolulu and would make a play 
for this young officer. So they let 
it out that Larry was the man, and 
kept the real officer incognito. 
They figured the spies would get 
in touch with Larry somehow, and 
after that it was his job to appre- 
hend them. He thought going to 
my room and letting them capture 
him, then have navy guards break 
in, would be a swell way to get the 
evidence on’ them. That’s where 
he was when I was looking for him. 
Making all those preparations. 

So what Larry really is (besides 
my husband now) is a member of 
the Naval Intelligence, and his as- 
signment was to get the Honolulu 
spy nest, which he did, though he 
confesses it was harder than the 
ordinary job because there were 
moments—far too many of them— 
when he believed I was in the spy 
ring. I’m glad I wasn’t. Because 
Larry understands everything 
now. 


DRUMS of 


The leopard men were not afraid of guns, and they 
acknowledged only one master—until he showed fear. 
And the girl feared one man—unitil Steve Nyall taught 
her something greater 





et loth 


MADNESS 


( é ROUCHED in the stern of 
the great ooka canoe, with 
the steering paddle clamped 

beneath his arm, Steve Nyall lis- 

tened uneasily to the voice of the 


strange drum. From upriver it 
came, long and insistent, speaking 
an unknown tongue; its pulsing 
montone swam with the dark 
stream between walls of lush jun- 





* acacias. 
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gle foliage and spread outward 
through groves of umbrella-topped 
It must have carried a 
clear message to black men versed 
in its secret code, but in Steve’s 
brain its repetitious mutter 
merged into a single vague, all-em- 
bracing word that could mean any- 
thing in Africa. 

Trouble! 

His fingers brushed the hol- 
stered revolver at his thigh, his 
foot nudged the stock of the rifle 
leaning on a thwart, his gray eyes 
narrowed beneath the brim of his 
pith helmet. He saw the straining 
backs of his four Wadi paddlers, 
the bales of pelts and the tight 
bundles that contained quills of 
gold dust and rough diamonds, and 
finally the haughty figure of Buru, 
the Masai warrior, standing erect 
in the bow. 

Dark ostrich plumes waved upon 
Buru’s head. He said in his own 
dialect, which the sweating Wadis 
could not understand, “Bwana, the 
witless ones pursue a quarry. Let 
us hope it is us they follow, so that 
we may spill their blood on the 
mangrove roots and feed their 
craven bodies to the crocodiles! 
This assegai of mine has not 
pierce the belly of a fool in three 
moons!” 

He flourished the slim spear 
with its three-foot steel blade and 
its pennants of monkey hair, 
matching the ornamental bands 
about his elbows and knees. He 
was not a mere braggart, this sta- 
tuesque Masai; he was a son of 
one of the fiercest fighting tribes 
in the world, and feared no thing 
that walked on two legs or four. 

Steve searched the jungle shad- 
ows in the waning light. He would 


have liked to hear the deeper notes 
of Zumbga, the sacred drum of 
Chief Ngoga, at whose village 
downstream he hoped to spend the 
night. That would have been a 
friendly sound, for Ngoga had 
been Steve’s sworn friend ever 
since the young American trader 
had saved the headman’s fat old 
body from a fatal goring and tram- 
pling by kifaru, the horned rhinoc- 
eros. But the talking spirit that 
inhabited Zumbga was silent, as if 
listening to the challenge of the 
stranger. 

The drums of every village on 
the river had their own voices, as 
different as the voices of men, and 
in three years of trading spear- 
heads and panga knives for pelts 
and gold and diamonds, Steve had 
come to know them all. This drum 
was none of them; it must be the 
instrument of some secret society 
or cult. Disquieting rumors of such 
cults, organized by the renegade 
white man Kurt Hennig for pur- 
poses of terrorism, had come to 
Steve in furtive whispers on this 
most recent expedition into the 
trackless wilds of the Uganda. 


fres three months, knowing of 
the whispers, the fearful Wadis 
had slept close to their campfires, 
not daring to venture beyond the 
protection of Stevi-Bwana’s guns 
—except that night they had de- 
serted, and Buru had trailed them 
into the jungle, beating and bully- 
ing them back. And although it 
had been a profitable voyage, Steve 
had found the men of most of the 
villages sullen and _ unsmiling, 
where before they had always 
greeted him with joy. 
It would be good, Steve told him- 
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self, to get baek to Nairobi, in 
Kenya Province, where life was 
earefree and men and women of 
his own color would welcome him. 

Buru cried suddenly, “Behold 
the quarry! It is a woman the 
sons of pigs pursue! See, Bwana, 
she is tired!” 

Steve looked. He stifled a pro- 
fane exclamation and swung the 
steering paddle, turning the prow 
of the canoe toward shore, snap- 
ping a command to the Wadis. 

“Faster, faint ones! There is 
need of us on land!” 

His eyes were wide now, wateh- 
ing the woman who had come out 
of the forest near a sandspit. She 


was small and slender and wore - 


breeches and blouse of tattered 
khaki—and she was white! 

Buru was scornful. “Only a 
woman! It is a thing hardly worth 
the trouble, Bwana—and yet it is 
an opportunity to teach the weak- 
lings of this place to respect us!” 

The girl—for as the distance 

‘lessened between them Steve could 
see that she was scareely a grown 
woman—reeled to the tip of the 
point of sand and fell at the 
water’s edge. She had no helmet 
and her pale golden hair lay about 
her head like a halo. Evidently she 
had not seen the canoe, for she had 
been looking over her shoulder, 
back into the jungle. 
- Then, behind her, appeared the 
forms of those who had chased 
her, and once more an oath leaped 
to Steve’s lips. He let the steering 
paddle sag in its thongs and 
snatched up the rifle, holding it in 
the crook of his arm. 

“Mathehebu wa Chui!” he ex- 
claimed. “The leopard men!” 


For the half-dozen figures were 
black and naked from feet to chest, 
except for loin cloths, but their 
heads and shoulders were hidden 
by conical hoods of straw and on 
their fingers gleamed the curved 
metal claws that identified them 
as the most feared outlaws of East 
Africa—members of a murderous 
fraternity sworn to wreak ven- 
geance upon blacks and whites 
alike for real and fancied wrongs. 


The British authorities had long 


ago made membership in the Mat- 
hehebu wa Chw a capital crime, 
and little had been heard of it late- 
ly, but here was visible evidence 
that it still flourished. 


Buru lifted his spear. He shout- 
ed.in Uganda to the fearsome ap- 
paritions, “Fly,  little-children- 
playing-at-war! It is no woman 
that turns upon you now, but the 
strong and fearless Stevi-Bwana, 
slayer of stmba the lion and goru 
the gorilla and kifaru, strangler of 
leopards with his hands! And here 
also is his mighty servant Burn, 
son of a Masai chief, whose assegai 
has taken a hundred lives and 
thirsts for others!” 


The hooded savages paused, 
peering uncertainly through wisps 
of straw. They saw the Wadi pad- 
dlers cower, stricken with such 
fear that they could not drive the 
eanoe; saw the white man and the 
black warrior unsupported. 


Laughter rang across the water 
—hbloodeurdling laughter resem- 
bling the mee-owrrr of a jungle 
eat. The leopard men shook their 
feathered spears and pranced to- 
ward the motionless girl. One of 
them knelt and touched his steel 
claws to her white throat. 
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TEVE’S rifle was at his shoul- 
der, its walnut stock nestled 
against his unshaven cheek. The 
bellow of it shocked the forest; 


_ 


As the leopard man leaned 
to touch the girl, Steve fired. 


KK 


—a 


oe. 


the heavy bullet struck the kneel- 
ing man with a 2,000-pound impact, 
punching a hole the size of a tea- 
cup in his chest, flinging him back- 
- ward, 

Buru beat the frightened Wadis 
about the ears with the shaft of his 
spear. “Offal of hyenas!” he 
roared. “Must I drive the point of 
my assegai into your crawling in- 
testines to give you courage?’’ 

The paddles dug into the water 
once more, thrusting the canoe 
nearer to shore. 

To Steve’s amazement the five 
remaining leopard men stood their 
ground. They hopped up and down, 
shouting and gibbering like ma- 
niacs. Spears hissed toward the 
canoe and a Wadi shrieked, drop- 
ping his paddle, as a keen blade 
erashed through his ribs. 

The big rifle thundered again. A 


second leopard man bent double, 
grabbing with both hands at his 
belly. Buru’s assegai caught a 
third in the throat, so that the 







straw covering his chest turned 
crimson. 

“Save your bullets, O slayer of 
thousands!” Buru pleaded. “Now 
that my assegat has drunk of 
blood, my panga is jealous!” He 
snatched the heavy knife from his 
loincloth, set his teeth on its blade 
and plunged into the river. The 
masked men, their spears thrown, 
drew knives and waited to meet 
him as he waded toward the sand- 
spit. 

Steve covered the leopard men 
with his rifle, but held his fire, 
understanding the fierce pride that 
drove the tall warrior against 
three-to-one odds. He watched 
Buru stride up on the sand, swing- 
ing the deadly blade. From Buru’s 
thick lips wailed his tribal war- 
ery, “Sss-sghee!” 

It was too much for the outlaws, 
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They whirled, their insane frenzy 
evaporating before that ferocious 





advance. Steve could have blasted 
their heads from their shoulders 
as they sprinted toward the shelter 
of the undergrowth, but he had no 
stomach for unnecessary killing. 
His shout kept Buru from follow- 
ing them. 

Before the keel of the canoe 
grated on bottom, Steve sprang 
into the water and waded to the 
girl’s side. She was the first white 
girl he had seen in three months, 
‘and as it happened she was the 
most beautiful one he had seen in 
all his thirty adventure-crowded 
years. Her hair was satin-soft be- 
neath his hand, her mouth was like 
pale coral; her eyes were closed, 


the golden lashes curling upon her- 


cheeks, but somehow he knew they 
would be a warm, deep blue. He 
lifted her in his arms, feeling her 
soft curves against his chest, and 
where thorns had torn her blouse 
and breeches he could see the satin 
sheen of white skin. 

The jungle was silent. The in- 
sistent beating of the unfamiliar 
drum had stopped with the first 
echoes of the first shot. But there 
was a new drumming within Steve 


—a quick pulsing of his heart, a 
beat of hot blood in his temples, ... 

The girl came out of her fainting 
spell as swiftly as she had suc- 
eumbed to it. For an instant her 
startled eyes stared at him—and 
they were of the deep blue he had 
imagined—and then her small fists 
thudded against his face and chest. 

“Let me go!” she whimpered. 
“Put me down, you murderer! I’d- 
rather die in the bush!” 

He said, “Steady, sister. You’re 
in good hands, Whatever you were 
running from, it won’t bother you 
any more. Nobody’s going to hurt 
you.” 

She stared at him again and 
looked at her surroundings. She 
saw. the sprawled bodies of the 
three leopard men, saw Buru’s dis- 
approving face. 

“Who are you?” she asked. 

“Steve Nyall, trader, bound for 
Nairobi. You ean get a train for 
the coast there. You ean go back 
to America.” He knew by her ac- 
eent that she was American. 

Her eyes closed. She murmured 
a man’s name — “Dave!” — and 
fainted again. Her body was limp 
again Steve as he lifted her into 
the canoe. He held her in his arms 
all the way to Chief Ngoga’s vil- 
lage, wondering meanwhile about 
that fellow Dave.... 


7s tropie night had swallowed 
the world when the deep-laden 
canoe, with only three Wadis pad- 
dling it, ran up on the shore where 
fires blazed in front of grass huts. 
Steve arose, supporting the girl 
with an arm around her shoulders. 
She was conscious and rested now, 
and much of her terror had gone. 
Steve shouted the Uganda greet- 
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ing, “May there be much meat and 
many sons in your house, O Chief 
Ngoga, and may the skulls of your 
enemies be white in the moon- 
light!” 

Half a minute passed before an 
old man’s quavering voice replied, 
“May it be with you as you have 
wished, my son! May your wives 
be many and strong!” 

The trader lifted the girl to solid 
land. “Don’t be afraid, Connie,” 
he said. “The village is dirty, but 
the old chief is friendly. You’ll be 
safe here till morning.” 

He had learned her name and 
much more in that last hour’s run 
down the black river. Connie Rut- 
ledge was twenty and she had come 
to Africa from Boston with Dave 
—who was her brother—to find 
gold, At least, Dave had hoped to 
find the gold an old prospector had 
told him about, close to the point 
where the Nile crosses from 
Uganda into the Sudan, and Con- 
nie had hoped to find the adventure 
she had read about. 

Dave Rutledge had found not 
gold, but steel—steel claws bound 
to the fingers of leopard men, tear- 
ing away the flesh of his throat, 
disemboweling him. And Connie 
had found adventure, but not the 
rich, glamorous adventure of her 
dreams. ee 

The hooded killers had carried 
her to a compound up a branch of 
the river where the renegade Kurt 
Hennig lived. Hennig had five 
native wives, all of whom bored 
him; he had chuckled with pleased 
anticipation when he saw the white 
girl. He had kept her under guard 
in a room of his bungalow while 

_ he bargained with the leopard men, 
trading for the money and other 


loot that had been hers and Dave’s. 
When the natives had gone he had 
tried to kiss her. 

In the room had been a bottle 
half full of Holland gin. Connie 
had smashed it over Hennig’s bald 
head. While he lay on the floor, 
unconscious .and bleeding, she 
slipped from the house without 
being seen and ran into the thorny 
jungle. 

Perhaps half an hour later the 
strange drum began to throb. Con- 
nie knew nothing of African drum- 
talk, but some inner sense told her 
the sounds were seeking her out 
and swift runners would be on her 
trail, She ran blindly, tripping 
over roots and fallen branches, 
tearing her clothes, hearing some- 
times the snarling calls of the 
beast-men near her. She ran until 
she reached the edge of the water 
and knew she could go no farther, 
and there she collapsed... . 

A cold rage had swept over 
Steve. “The district inspector will 
be glad to know where Hennig is 
hiding,” he said. “He’s wanted at 
Nairobi for other thefts and mur- 
ders than this. The authorities 
claim to have proof that he’s in- 
citing unrest and rebellion among 
the natives so that Germany can 
take back her lost colonies more 
easily. The Germans used to own 
Tanganyika; now they want it 
back, and big slices of territory 
above Lake Victoria with it!” — 

He had disliked Hennig when 
first he met him, before the man 
had become a fugitive—disliked 
him for his cruelty to the natives 
and for his crooked methods of 
trading. Hearing Connie’s story, 
thinking of her murdered brother 
and the fate she had so narrowly 
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escaped, he hated Hennig more — 


than he had ever hated any man. 


ILE Buru earried the more 
valuable bundles from ‘the 
canoe into the village for safe- 
keeping, Steve led the blonde girl 
up the slope into the circle of huts, 
and halted ‘before the great hut 
farthest from the river. Chief 
Ngoga sat before it on his stool 
of honor, his fat chest and stomach 
respelendent in the red coat with 
the gold epaulets which Steve had 
given him. Behind Ngoga were 
four of his wives, fanning the heat 
and smoke of a great fire from his 
sweat-streaked face. Other wives 
brought out palm wine in coconut 
shells. 

Ngoga clucked with delight over 
the gold penknife Steve had 
brought him. Gravely the two men 
spoke the prescribed ceremonial 
words and made the appropriate 
gestures. Steve squatted on his 
heels while Connie stood behind 
him, bewildered by it all. 

“You have a lean and sickly 
wife,” Ngoga commented, with the 
frankness of all Africans. “She 
will not be able to work hard, nor 
will she bear many children. Stevi- 
Bwana, you will do well to get a 
plump woman next time.” 

Steve nodded gravely. “It may 
have been that her beauty dulled 
my judgment.” 

Ngoga frowned. “Beauty? But 
she is pale and thin! She would 
make scarcely a mouthful for 
stmba, and that mouthful would 
be more bones than meat.” 

Steve changed the conversation, 
glad that Connie could not under- 
stand. “You have had peace since 
last I was here, Ngoga?” 


The old man’s eyes watched the 
fire. “Such peace as the spirits 
have wished.” 

“IT have heard tales of strong 
warriors and mighty hunters dy- 


“ing alone in the forest.” 


“Some have died. The most 
wary are sometimes torn by 
beasts.” 

“T have heard,” Steve persisted, 
“that not all the beasts are what — 
they seem to be—that some are 
men with the skins of beasts upon 
them—and that a white man pos- 
sessed of a devil is their chief.” 

Ngoga scowled and his muddy 
eyes wriggled uncomfortably, not 
meeting Steve’s eyes. “I know 
nothing of those things,” he mut- 
tered petulantly. “I am heavy with 
years and only wish my people to 
be happy and strong.” 

But Ngoga knew. All the blacks 
of the jungle knew of the leopard 
men. The story of Dave Rutledge’s 
murder and Connie’s capture and 
escape would have spread far and 
wide within an hour of its happen- 
ing. 

Steve sensed the fear behind 
Ngoga’s restlessness, smelled it in 
the very atmosphere of the too- 
quiet village, where there was not 
even the ery of a baby. He glanced 
into Buru’s scornful face and knew 
that the Masai smelled terror and 
was disdainful of it. 

Connie gave a little ery. “Look, 
Steve! Oh, my God, Steve—look!” 

He swung around, dropping his 
hand to the butt of his revolver. 
He saw skulking shapes back in 
the fringe of trees past the huts, 
where only the faintest gleams of 
the village fires reached. They 
stood upright like men, but their 
heads were the heads of jungle 


\ 
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eats, fanged and hideous, and their 
bodies were covered with tawny, 
black-spotted fur. Yet they car- 
ried spears and waved black arms. 

Steve had been told how the 
leopard men, fancying themselves 
inspired by the savage spirits of 
the beasts they imitated, preferred 
to prowl by night. In daylight they 
eontented themselves with hoods 
which concealed their identity, but 
in darkness they clothed them- 
selves in the skins of the animals 
they copied. 

Over his shoulder he said. 
“Ngoga, do you permit the out- 
laws to come to your village?” 

The black man spoke quietly. 
“Stevi-Bwana, what can I do? See 
how my fighting men creep into 
their huts or sit by their fires, pre- 
tending not to see the Mathehebu. 
There is greater magic here than 
an old man can defeat.” 

It was true. The village was 
utterly silent and only a few men 
were to be seen. All that moved 
in the circular space was the in- 
‘visible serpent of fear! 


Pues were many leopard men 
—forty or fifty, Steve guessed 
—but they did not enter the vil 
lage. Instead they formed a close- 
packed group and waited silently. 
Buru snorted through his nos- 
trils. “Bwana,” he said, “if I go 
against them alone, will you count 
the number I kill before I fall?” 
“Not yet, great fighter,” Steve 
murmured. He stood beside Con- 
nie, his arms around her slender 
waist, and felt conflicting emotions 
within him. The warmth of her 
trembling body thrilled him and 
awoke a great yearning, but the 
knowledge of her peril, and of his 


own helplessness against over- 
whelming numbers of enemies, 
sent icy shivers along his spine. 

“Can’t we run away?” she asked. 

He shook his head. “The spears 
would get us before we were half- 
way to the canoe.” 

The mass of the beast-men 
parted. A burly figure pushed 
through—a white man in white 
man’s clothes, with a rifle in his 
hand and two revolvers in his belt. 
He strode into the village, arro- 
gant and self-assured, and no one 
hindered him. 

“Hennig!” said the girl, her 
voice compounded of fright and 
fury. 

Kurt Hennig was powerfully 
built and heavily bearded. Under 
shaggy brows his pale eyes were 
eold and mirthless. There were 
faint sparks in those eyes as they 
looked at the clean-limbed girl in 
her tattered garments, and cruelty 
and avarice as they looked at 
Steve. 

“You’re a damned fool, Nyall!” 
Hennig snarled. “If you’d been 
smart, you’d have scuttled back 
to Nairobi two months ago when 
you got your first warning. If 
you’d had a brain in your head you 
wouldn’t have killed those blacks 
who were after the girl!” 

Steve measured him coldly. 
Steve’s hand hovered close to his 
holster, but he did not want to 
shoot Hennig. He wanted to stran- 
gle Hennig with his bare hands. 

“You’re lucky you weren’t with 
the blacks,” he said. “The first bul- 
let would have been yours !” 

Hennig turned to Ngoga. “Old 
fat man,” he said in dialect, “I 
eome to bargain. Tonight the mad- ~ 
ness comes upon my pack of 
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He snatched up the revolver 
and fired ily—but accu- 
rately enough to smash the 
fingers of the man who was 
about to kill him, 


leopards and they crave blood. 
Shall it be the blood of your people, 
or will you deliver to me this trou- 
blesome trader, his slaves and the 
female?” 

Ngoga did not look up. His face 
was unhappy. “Ngoga is blood 
brother to Stevi-Bwana,” he mum- 
bled. “Ngoga’s life belongs to the 


’ white trader. But the woman is 


not worth fighting over. Take her 
and leave us in peace!” 

“Nol” Steve said. 

A grin twitched Hennig’s beard. 


“Hell of a lot you’ve got to say. 









about it! But I'll make you a 
proposition to save shooting. Give 
me the gold and diamonds you’ve 
got, turn your worthless Wadis 
over to the leopard men for sport 
and the girl over to me, and I’ll let 
you and the Masai go. I’m moving 
on in a day or two, down into T'an- 
ganyika, where the blasted British 
won’t ever find me, so what you 
tell them won’t matter!” 

Steve’s lip curled, “If I don’t 
kill you myself,” he said, “I’ll 
watch you hang in Nairobi for 
Dave Rutledge’s murder!” 
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“Why be an idiot? I’m top dog 
here. You can afford to lose the 
money and you ean get all the 
white girls you want downriver.” 
He appealed to Connie. “Wouldn’t 
you rather be the number one wife 
of Kurt Hennig, king of the jungle, 
than see your boy friend’s guts 
ripped out? Not that you have any 
ehoice—” 

“Don’t kill him!” she pleaded. 
“T—I’ll stay, if there isn’t any 
other way!” : 

“That’s the bright girl!” Hennig 
stretched out a huge paw and 
pinched her cheek. “You won’t be 
- sorry, chum.” 

Steve stepped between them. 
“Get out, Hennig!” he said softly. 
“Get out before I break your filthy 
neck!” 

Hennig laughed unpleasantly. 
“You’re asking for it—” 


TEVE’S fist smashed into the 
man’s face. The renegade stag- 
gered, dropped his rifle and 
reached for his revolvers. Before 
’ he could draw either of them, 
Steve struck again, his knuckles 
battering through the beard to the 
fatty jaw. 

Hennig fell heavily on his back, 
too stunned to move for a moment. 
In that moment Steve snatched the 
rifle and both revolvers. He yanked 
the big fellow to his feet. 

“Get going!’”’ he said. He spun 
the renegade and shoved him to- 
ward the edge of the village. His 
booted foot lashed out, kicking 
Hennig’s posterior. 

Hennig stumbled to the eenter 
of the circled huts. He turned 
there. “You’re asking’ for it?’ he 
warned again—and this time he 
did not laugh. He joined the silent 


leopard men and they vanished 
into the forest. 

Connie leaned against Steve. 
“You’re risking your life for me!” 
she said wonderingly. 

“T’ve never risked it so will- 
ingly,” he told her. To Ngoga’s in- 
tense disgust, he kissed her. 

Buru came jogging up from the 
landing, snorting with anger. 


“Bwana,” he said, “the Wadis have 


fied like rats before the boo-book 


‘owl! They have taken the canoe!” 


Steve swore. “We might have 
outrun them. But Ngoga’s boats 
are slow and Ngoga’s men would 
not dare help us!” 

“You are right, Stevi-Bwana,”’ 
the chief sighed. “My warriors had 
courage once, but the Mathehebu 
has made timid children of them. 
There is no way to avoid death, 
unless you give up the woman, and 
you will not do that.” He spat into 
the fire. “Because of her the 
widows will make spirit holes in 
the roofs of the bomas. Take her 
out of my sight!” 

Steve led her into an empty hut, 
squeezing her hand. “Don’t worry,” 
he said. “The blacks can’t stand 
up to guns.” 

But he had already seen the 
leopard men stand up to his rifle 
when they were armed only with 
knives and spears—and Hennig 
would surely arm them better for 
tonight’s work. 

She saw through his pretended 
eheerfulness. “There’s no need to 
lie, Steve. You and Buru can’t 
hold off fifty men. Let me go to 
Hennig, and when you reach 
Nairobi you can send the colonial 
police to look for me. It will be 
better than knowing I have caused 


your death!” 
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His voice was harsh. “I ean only 
die once. With that ape you’d die 
a dozen times a day—” 

“Please don’t talk, Steve. Kiss 
me, so that no matter what hap- 
pens [’ll have something to re- 
member !” 

He drew her close, and her soft 
breasts flattened against his chest. 
Her blouse was in ribbons and he 
felt the bare flesh of her back, 
curved in tempting contours. Her 
lips were moist and clinging be- 
neath his questing mouth. 

In the privacy of the hut her 
lithe body swayed against him, 
fluid as flame, molding itself to 
his rugged figure. Her breath was 
hot on his cheek. Her lips whis- 
pered words of endearment: 
‘¢Precious—darling—sweet—”’ 

He laughed, forgetting the dan- 
ger that surrounded them. The 
boma seemed to be packed with 
swirling emotions, savage as Af- 
rica, blissful as paradise. ... 


wer till many minutes later, 

when the roaring had died out 
of his ears and his brain had 
cleared, did he hear the distant 
threat of the drum across the mys- 
terious jungle. 

“Steve, they must be getting 
ready to attack. You’d better see.” 

After the loneliness of three 
months he hated to leave this ex- 
quisite creature who had brought 
love to him in the heart of the 
wilderness. 

“We can put up a good fight,” 
he said. “Keep your chin up and 
stay here till I come back.” He 
kissed her. 

Buru stood outside the hut, his 
- eyes gleaming. 


“Bwana, the leopard men are 
sniffing the smoke of madness, 
which makes them fools. The cow- 
ards of this village, whose blood is 
water, have told me of it. Is it not 
better that we attack them and kill 
as many as we can, rather than 
wait to be slaughtered like pigs?” 

Steve wopld have preferred it 
that way, but he shook his head. 
He could neither lead Connie to 
certain death—nor could he leave 
her alone in this terror-stricken 
village. 

“We shall wait for the devils to 
come here, Buru. Arm yourself 
with Hennig’s rifle and one of his 
revolvers.” 

He went to where the renegade’s 
weapons still lay before Ngoga’s 
hut, remembering that Connie was 
not armed, and picked up one of 
the revolvers. Striding to the door 
of the hut where he had left her, 
he called, “How are you on shoot- 
ing, Connie?” 

There was no answer. He peered 
into the gloom and felt of the 
couch. The hut was empty! Con- 
nie had gone, and a hole in the 
grass wall behind the couch showed 
the manner of her going! 

For a long minute his brain 
seemed numb. But when the min- 
ute was ended he knew where she 
had gone, as perhaps he had 
known subconsciously in that first 
second of missing her. 

Connie had gone to Kurt Hen- 
nig, thief and killer. Carrying the 
memory of that blissful interlude 
in Steve’s arms, she had gone to 
Hennig to trade her loveliness for 
the life of the man she loved! 

He raced to the edge of the 
village, where the black forest 
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huddled. “Connie!’ he yelled. 
“Connie, come back!’’ 
His voice echoed weirdly and 


the drum-beats punctuated it, but 


no human answered. 

He shouted for Buru. He 
rasped, “We go to kill the Mathe- 
hebu and the white murderer! Let 
us see if we cannot shame some of 
these blacks into fighting with 
us! 


Bu Ngoga, when they ap 
proached him, hung his head. 
“When first the leopard men be- 
gan to flourish,” he said, “I my- 
self wished to declare war on them. 
But out of sixty strong men in 
my village, not one would go with 
me. They do not fear men, but 
they fear the magic of Hennig be- 
eause they do not understand it!” 
“Then,” Steve said bitterly, 
“Buru and I go out to die because 
the Uganda men are weaklings!” 
Ngoga shook his wise old head. 
“You go out to die because you 
have let a woman make a fool of 
you! But even so there may be a 
way. The drum of the leopard 
men has bragged and insulted and 
threatened, but never has it sound- 
ed humble. Make it tell my peo- 
ple, in a language they ean under- 
stand, that the magic of Hennig is 
less than the magic of Stevi 
Bwana. Do that, my son, and you 
shall have sixty sharp spears fight- 
ing for you!” 

“Let us go,” Steve said to Buru. 
“Neoga speaks of the impossible. 
There is nothing to be gained by 
waiting. 

Wordlessly the tall Masai loped 
into the jungle, his rifle in one 
hand, his spear in the other, pan- 
ga and revolver at his waist. The 


darkness was no obstacle to him; 
by some weird sixth sense he 
avoided trees and gnarled roots. 

Steve floundered behind him, 
slashed by thorns, beaten by 
branches, sprawling over obstrue- 
tions. He was battered terribly 
and his lungs gasped for breath 
long before he saw the glare of 
fire above a stockade of woven 
boughs and knelt, panting, beside 
the black man. ; 

His blood chilled at what he saw 
through a narrow opening in the 
stockade. The fence surrounded 
Hennig’s eompound, with the 
thatched bungalow at one end and 
the conical huts of his servants at 
the other. 

A great fire flamed and smoked 
in the center of the space between, 
and about the fire fifty of the 
Mathehebu eavorted like so many 
ereatures out of a nightmare. They. 
wore whole pelts of leopards, 
which covered their heads and 
bodies, but their actions were far 
more horrible than their appear- 
ance. They were no longer human, 
these black men; they had become 
beasts. With perfect mimiery they 
crouched and sprang, stalked stiff- 
legged, feinted with steel-clawed 
hands, for all the world like jun-- 
gle cats! 

At intervals they bent their 
heads toward the black smoke that 
rolled from the fire, and when they 
had breathed it they snarled and 
eaterwauled until the sound of 
their shrill voices was madness in 
Steve’s ears. And all the while one 
of them thumped a long drum that 
hung beneath a grass roof—a hol- 
low log, gruesomely carved, with 
skins stretched taut at either end. 

A gust of wind swept the smoke 
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toward Steve. He caught a pun- 

gent odor, not unlike the smell of 

wet leaves burning. Suddenly he 

knew the secret of Hennig’s magic 

and understood why those who had 

pursued Connie had not feared a 
uD. 

The stuff that burned there was 
hemp, the fibrous plant that pro- 
duces hashish, first cousin to the 
- marijuana of America. Its smoke 
could induce insanity and make in- 
satiable killers of ordinary men! 

Like the legendary Old Man of 
the Mountain, Hennig turned 
peaceful natives into kill-crazy 
fiends by doping them with hash- 
ish. No wonder Ngoga and his 
warriors were terrified at the re- 
sults! 

Even Buru was impressed. His 
eyes rolling whitely, the Masai 
muttered, “It is mighty magic, 
Bwana!” 

Steve watched the bungalow 
with slitted eyes. Connie would be 
there, and Hennig with her. Per- 
haps at this moment she was in his 
arms, enduring his brutish cares- 
ses in the mistaken belief that she 
was saving Steve’s life! 

Blood boiled in his veins and a 
madness akin to that of the cat- 
men heated his brain. He poked 
the barrel of his rifle through the 
withes of the stockade. ~ 

“Shoot straight, Buru!” he cau- 
tioned. 


HE rifles cracked in prison. Be- 
side the fire two leopard men 
leaped high and dropped, kicking. 
The screams stopped and even the 
drum-beat faltered. The rifles 
spoke again and again, and crazed 
as they were, the Mathehebu be- 
gan to run for the cover of the huts 


—all but half a dozen, who were 
dead or dying. 

Drunk with the excitement of 
battle, Buru flung aside his rifle 
and leaped over the stockade. 

“Sss-sgheel” he shrieked, streak- 
ing across the open space, waving 
panga knife and revolver. 

A burly figure in the doorway 
of the bungalow sighted a rifle. 
With the shot, Buru stumbled and 
fell at the fire’s edge. He lay mo- 
tionless, while grief and rage 
seethed within Steve. 

The last shot in Steve’s rifle 
sped toward the bungalow. Kurt 
Hennig lurched and stumbled back 
out of sight. For a breathless in- 
stant Steve saw Connie framed 
there, waving and erying words 
that did not reach him. Then she, 
too, vanished, as if a hand had 
snatched her back. 

The leopard men had rallied 
after that first shot. They rushed 
toward the still form of Buru. 
Steve felt sick, knowing what those 
steel claws would do to the help- 
less giant. 

He swung himself over the wov- 
en fence. When his feet struck the 
earth again he had both revolvers 
in his hands. He triggered lead in- 
to the oncoming blacks, saw three 
or four collapse and the others 
waver. He dashed for the bunga- 
low. 

Bullets came to meet him, burn- 
ing his thigh and his left arm. The 
blade of a spear missed him by an 
inch, its feather ornaments flick- 
ing his face. 

He glimpsed a bearded face and 
a khaki shoulder in a window, and 
sent bullets that way. Hennig 
yelled. Steve sprang upon the 
veranda, and a cartridge exploded 
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just ahead of him and a slug 
smashed into his shoulder with the 
force of a driven warclub, knock- 
ing him flat. 

Lying there, fighting to. remain 


‘conscious, he saw the hulking fig- 


ure of Hennig above him. Hennig 
held Connie with his left arm, and 
her struggles were futile against 
his strength. Her blouse had been 
torn almost from her body, baring 
the palpitant globes of ivory 
breasts. 

There was blood on Hennig’s 
shirt, but his eyes gloated and his 
right arm aimed a revolver at 
Steve. 

“This is what I intended to do 
all along!” Hennig chortled. “You 
know too much about my business, 
chum, and I don’t want you inter- 


-rupting my honeymoon!” 


His finger tightened on the trig- 
ger. Steve waited helplessly for 
the impact of the bullet. He saw 
Connie’s slender body grow tense, 
and heard the throbbing of the 
drum. Somehow the rhythm of 


_the drum seemed to have changed. 


The barrel of Hennig’s revolver 
was steady as a rock. Smoke blos- 
somed at its muzzle.... 


AGONY pierced the side of 
Steve’s. head, driving hot 
knives into his brain. Like a 
spurred horse he flung himself 
frantically aside and caught up 
one. of his revolvers. An oath 
erackled from his-lips as he fired, 
aiming hastily, but accurately 
enough so that the bullet smashed 
into the thick fingers that gripped 
the butt of the gun above him. 
Hennig howled as his weapon 
sailed from his fist. He gazed in 
horror at Steve’s gun, released 


Connie and leaped from the porch. 
He ran toward the leopard men— 
who massed around the drum, and 
Steve aimed and triggered after 
him again and again before he 
realized that his weapon was 
empty. 

As it happened, Hennig had ere- 
ated his own doom. The disguised 
natives saw him—not as the pow- 
erful bully who had lorded it over 
them and made them fearless with 
magic smoke, but as a coward flee- 
ing from a wounded man. 

Filled with blood-lust as they 
were, their reaction might have 
been foreseen by one more percep- 
tive than Hennig. They moved 
ominously toward him. The rene- 
gade’s roars broke into a glassy 
falsetto just before the steel claws 
ripped through his throat and bel- 
ly, silencing him forever. ... 

New yells filled the air sudden- 
ly. Steve listened with incredulous 
ears to the war-cry of the Uganda 
warriors—“Hoko-hoko-kirau!l” He 
watched black bodies vault the 


stockade, saw powerful arms 
launch volleys of  steel-tipped 
spears. 


Some of the leopard men fled 
into the forest, pursued by fighters 
who were starved for vengeance, 
now that their fear was gone. Some 
remained to face the spears and 
elubs and knives—and those died 
very quickly. 

When the horror was over and 
she could speak again, the girl in 
Steve’s embrace gasped, “I pushed 
Hennig just as he fired. I tried to 
make him miss you, but I guess [ 
didn’t push hard enough!” 

He put his hand to his left ear 
and brought it away bloody. “If 
you’d pushed harder and he’d 
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missed,” he said grimly, “he’d have 

got me with the next shot. But 
when he nicked my ear, it hurt so 
much I had to do something!” 

The drum still boomed, and all 
at once Steve recognized its mes- 
sage. It was sending out. the vic- 
tory signal of the Ugandas, and 
had been for some time! 

Chief Ngoga had said, “Make tt 
tell my people, im a language they 
can understand, that the magic of 
Hennig is less than the magic of 
Stevi-Bwana.” 

And there beside the drum was 
Burnu, his left hand beating out the 
victory paean with the barrel of a 
revolver! The Masai’s right hand 
swung a red-dripping panga in 
wild circles, and all about him lay 
the slashed bodies of leopard men, 
testifying that the blade had not 
always cut empty air. 


Buru’s body dripped with erim- 
son, too, from a dozen wounds. The 
shaft and point of a feathered 
spear thrust out at either side of 
one thigh. But the dark eyes were 
joyous and the thick lips grinned! 

“Stevi-Bwanal” he shouted. 
“The smoke-magic is good! I was 
close to death when it entered in- 
to me and gave me the strength of 
a hundred elephants. After that 
I could not count the fools I slew! 
O mighty chief, breathe of the 
black smoke and be full of strength, 
as I am!” : 

But Steve knew a better magie 
that even now was pouring 
strength into him and making his 
wounds seem as nothing. It had to 
do with Connie’s warm body 
against him, her rounded arm 
about his waist, and the soft radi- 
ance in her eyes. 


Look for the new 
magazine sensation— 


“Hollywood 


- Detective” 


A full 128 pages crammed with the amazing adventures of 
Dan Turner, Robert Leslie Bellem’s Hollywood sleuth who 


looks after the loves and lives of the movie stars. 


On sale soon at all newsstands. 





T WAS dark under the great 
| marang trees that shaded the 

river-front in old Spanish- 
built Cotabato. There, secure in 
the gloom, a darkly clad figure 
watched another dressed in white, 
and softly eased a knife into a 
throwing position in his palm. The 
man in white, unaware of the other, 
studied the house of Kuen Lee 
Wong. 


Behind the grove tropical night 
was folded like a many-layered 
blanket over the Rio Grande de 
Mindanao. Before it light streamed 
from a building in slanting bars of 
gold. Thrumming music from 
stringed instruments flowed out to 
tinkle and echo among the marang 
trees. 


Bill Cathorne, known to his 
friends as Cup, free-lance trader 
and adventurer and also a member 
of the Insular Secret Service, 
_ studied the layout of the pleasure 
resort with apprehension. He 
knew it to be the dive of Kuen Lee, 
and when the dark bands of mur- 
der, inystery, and intrigue spread 
ever the Southern Islands they 
generally radiated from the crafty 
mind of Wong. 


Here, for instance, was the dis- 


appearance of John Phipps— 
knifed without a doubt and thrown 
to the crocodiles. Was it Wong? 
Suspicion pointed to the wily Ce- 
lestial, but the secret agent had as 


FLOWER 


yet insufficient evidence to convict 
him. 

Idly Cathorne pulled a cigarette 
from his pocket, but the match that 
he held remained unlighted. A 
calesa pulled to a stop at the edge 
of a bar of light and a woman 
alighted, 


PaE secret agent stiffened, held 

by a vision of beauty as volup- 
tuous as it was unexpected. From 
her shimmering aureole of bronze 
hair his eyes traveled downward, 
drinking in the curves of a figure 
accentuated rather than concealed 
by the dress of lace and silk that 
she wore. Even from the distance 
he could see shoulders smooth as 
the breast of a dove, a bust rising 
in perfect mounds, and the smooth 
dress clinging about hips and tor- 
so that would have made the dream 
lines of an artist. 

Why was a woman like this com- 
ing to the dive of Wong? His eyes 
continued to rest on the trim, 
stockingless ankles above her 
French-heeled shoes. 

The woman paid the driver and 
turned in toward the lighted door. 
Her heels clicked with precision 
in the gravel, and the soft, grace- 
ful undulations of her hips swelled 
upward like a faint and pulsing 
tide to break and stir into rhyth- 
mic motion the firm mounds of her 
breasts. Queer lights danced be- 
fore the watchers eyes. Just for 


What was a white woman doing in this den of sinister yellow 
rats? It didn’t seem right, and when Cup heard that awful 
scream... 
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one moment she was silhouetted in 
the lighted portal, and the smooth, 
round pillars of her thighs were 
like visions of unmatched beauty. 

The unlighted eigarette hung 
limp and forgotten in Cathorne’s 
mouth. The music gathered in 





Sol You have fooled 
me; led me on!” he 
snatled. 


volume, and a rising chatter of ap- 
probation came from the dance 
hall and saloon. 

Cathorne drew his eyes away, 
his lips attempting to eurl them- 
selves in disgust. Out across the 
turgid river he saw the single rid- 
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ing light of his sloop tugging at 
her anchor in the slow current. 

Just another woman who had 
sunk to the level of a Far Hast 
waterfront, eh? What the deuce! 
He had his own job marked out for 
him with Wong. He bent to scratch 
the match against the sole of his 
shoe. 

And as his body doubled, a keen 
blade zipped singing by his neck 
to rip a furrow across the marang 
tree! 

Cup Cathorne dropped as if he 
had been shot, his right hand trav- 
eling toward the holster under his 
left armpit. He had heard the sing 
of flipped steel before, and he knew 
its deadly efficacy. Not a move- 
ment or sound came now from 
among the marang trees. 

His mind was a medley of 
thoughts. Why had he been picked 
for a target? Was his secret trail- 
ing of Wong known? Had the dis- 
turbing arrival of the white wom- 
an been timed to coincide with the 
attack, or was it chance? What 
others lay in wait to use silent 
steel? 


Cas came suddenly to 
his feet and strode toward 
the pleasure hall. The thick dark- 
ness in which he stood was too 
good a cover for the assailants. 
He wasn’t afraid of a fight, but he 
wanted to see his opponents. He 
wanted light, and the brilliant il- 
lumination into which he now 
stepped was like an island in the 
murderous sea of night. 

A large part of the floor had 
been cleared for dancing. Native 
bailerinas, or dancehall girls, min- 
gled with the guests. At one side, 
hedged by a rail, were tables. Be- 
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yond, in a cut-off from the main 
room, turbaned waiters prepared 
food and drinks. A surfeiting odor 
of perfume and warm flesh hung 
in the air. 

Cathorne strode toward a vacant 
table. A native dance girl with the 
rich complexion of creamed coffee 
gave Cup a bold glance as he 
passed, idly arranging her skirt to 
give him a glimpse of a warm, 
brown thigh. A Filipino, meticu- 
lous in his white drill suit, seeing 
her action, scowled at the intrud- 
ing white man. 

Cup sat down and ordered a 
drink. He saw no indication of 
Kuen Lee Wong. Neither did he 
see the glamourous white woman. 

In the center of the floor a Fili- 
pino couple were doing a dance, a 
native adaption of the Spanish 
lanceros. Cup watched the agile, 
almost machinelike movements 
without interest, his eyes roving 
over the crowd searchingly. 

A tense expectancy, vibrant as 
an electric thrill, ran through the 
spectators. The native couple fin- 
ished their dance and retired none 
too graciously before a sprinkling 
of applause. A man dressed in an 
excellently tailored linen suit ad- 
vanced from the barroom and took 
a seat directly at the rail. His 
black hair was oiled and brushed 
into a sleek skull-cap, and his 
smooth Oriental countenance, baf- 
flingly emotionless, showed indif- 
ference to the crowd. Wong! 
Cathorne placed him immediately. 
Behind that baffling exterior a 
thousand villainies might be con- 
cealed. 

But it was not the entrance of 
Wong that had stirred the crowd. 
A native maid had swung around 
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a door at the farther end of the 
room. Cathorne’s throat muscles 
became suddenly tense. With a 
flowered shaw] pulled tightly about 
her shoulders, he saw the white girl 
enter. 

She hesitated for a moment, her 
rare Caucasian beauty like an un- 
folding of a white orchid amid the 
duller flowers of a swamp. 

‘El Limocon! The Dove, the 
Dove!’’ shouted the crowd. 

It was Wong himself who lifted 
a hinged section of the rail and 
bowed for her to enter the dancing 
floor. 


ATHORNW’S fingers raced up 
and down the moisture at the 
sides of his glass, but his eyes did 
not leave her figure. If she saw 
him she did not betray the fact, 
but with a smile ripe as bursting 
cherries she rewarded the Oriental 
for his attention. 

The orchestra struck up a lilting 
half barbaric tune, a steady beat, 
beat, beat running through it like 
the monotony of savage drums. 

The girl gave one quick bow and 
tossed aside the shawl. Wong was 
forward with a step feline in its 


quickness to catch the great square 


of embroidered silk before it 
touched the floor. 

The Dove, as the crowd called 
her, began to dance. 

Cup Cathorne bent forward. He 
was not unused to the bizarre en- 
tertainments of the Orient, but he 
had expected nothing like this in 
a low waterfront dive in Cotabato. 
A restless lethargy crept through 
his muscles as if he had been 
drugged by powerful wine. 

A hush dropped over the audi- 
ence. Cathorne could see the 


mouths grow slack and the eyes 
shine as these men looked at the 
dancing Limocon. 

A narrow spangled vest was held 
loosely beneath her arms by shoul- 
der straps. It was the only gar- 
ment above her waist, and beneath 
and around it the velvety skin was 
like ivory warmed by wine. Her 
smooth abdomen rose fiatly from 
the waist to burst into breasts firm 
as white acorns beneath the sleazy 
vest—pushing out like passion 
flowers groping for the sun. The 
vest caught in front by a golden 
cord exposed the seductive valley 
between the perfect mounds, like 
a warm, secluded lover’s glen. 


Cup Cathorne’s gaze was held 


by an attraction powerless to - 


break. A narrow girdle was hooked 
about her waist and from it 
dropped the baggy trousers of a 
harem inmate. The thin material 
was like a gossamer weh, its trans- 
parencies clouding but not eon- 
cealing the contours of her hips 
and thighs. Like living, pulsating 
marble, the legs wove in the beat 
of the dance. Hips and torso moved 
like a willow in the breeze, panto- 
miming the eestasies of love. 


Her vibrant, sensuous figure was 
for the moment a thing of fire that 
burned into the brain of Cup 
Cathorne. The lines of dark faces 
that cireled the room seemed to 
fade away leaving himself and the 
girl in the world alone. 

Cup saw her suddenly pirouette 
as the tempo of the dance in- 
creased. Her whirling body threw 
out the thin vest, and Cathorne 
could see the full beauty of her 
breasts standing out pink and 
white as the dawn. 


54 Spicy-Adventure Stories 


THe secret agent felt something 
slipped into his hand. Only 
seconds afterwards did he recog- 


nize the feel of folded paper. He . 


turned to see the maid who had 
opened the door slipping back 
toward the inner portal. At the 
door she gave him a meaningful 
look over her shoulder. 

He unfolded the piece of paper 
and holding it beneath the level of 
the table read: 


“Wait in my dressing room for 
me. I must see you. Important. 
The Dove. 


The girl was going faster in the 
pulsations of the dance. The in- 
toxication of movement was arous- 
ing her. The carmined lips parted, 
the breath quickened, a thin cloud 
dropped over the brightness of her 
eyes, and her arms moved outward 
and in as if she were drawing a 
lover closer and closer to her. 

Cathorne snapped himself back 
to normal attention. Why this note 
to him? He didn’t know the girl. 
What could the Dove mean by ‘‘im- 
portant?”’ 

He crushed the note into a ball, 
and as he did so his eyes rested on 
Kuen Lee Wong. The Oriental 
was bending forward absorbed in 
the white dancer’s movements. 
Unrestrained passion now lighted 
his face. The slant eyes were de- 
vouring her, and Cup could see the 
long, smooth, hairless fingers grip- 
ping the rail until the knuckles 
stood chalky white. 

And over the head of the en- 
' thralled Chinese, EK Limocon gave 
one flickering drop of the eyelid 
to Cup Cathorne. 

That Western gesture broke the 


spell. Cathorne arose and strode 
through the door where the maid 
waited. . 

The dressing room was small, 
luxuriously furnished like an al- 
cove in a Chinese yaman with 
cushions, silks, a varnished screen. 
Intimate feminine garments were 
carelessly thrown about, and from 
these came an elusive, individual 
perfume. 

Cathorne had a disturbed feel- 
ing of doubt. He was getting into 
an adventure not prescribed in the 
regulations. But if this girl was 
something to Wong, she might 
open a way for trapping the Ori- 
ental. 

“Well, big boy, what do you 
think of me as a dancer ?”’ 

Cathorne whirled. The girl had 
entered silently behind him. The 
crisp familiarity of her American 
tone broke the first restraint that 
close sight of her evoked. 

“You’re the berries, kid, I’ll 
grant you that. But what in the 
name of seven devils are you do- 
ing in a place like this?” 


ae girl tosssed down the shawl, 

shrugged her shoulders. She 
moved past Cathorne to the dress- 
ing table and picked up a cigarette. 
She was barely a foot in front of 


him, and he could look down upon 


the ravishing smoothness of her 
shoulders. 

Even without her turning, there 
came a throaty whisper. ‘‘ You got 
to get out of here!’’ 

“J do? You sent me that note. 
Say, who are—” 

She turned towards him. The 
siren’s look was gone from her 
face, and real concern chiseled the 
oval features. The brown eyes 
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Cup’s fists lashed out with over- 
_ Ww. 


helming force, 


from between their shields of mas- 
cara now looked with frank hon- 
esty. 

“T don’t mean that. I mean out 
of town—out of Cotabato. They’ll 
—they’ll kill you if you don’t!” 

She was so close to him. The 
warm aura of her presence clouded 
the blunt warning of her words. 
The sheer magnetism of her body 
swept around him. Nervously he 
snapped a match, and she drew 


even closer as she pulled the ciga- 
rette to ignition. The slight heav- 
ing of her chest brushed the breast 
tips across his arm. 

“They? Who?” 

“Wong. He’s got your number. 
I don’t know who you are nor what 
you’re here for, but Wong’s laying 
for you.” 

“So it’s Wong, eh? 7 thought 
as much. They’ve already tried to 
plant a knife in me out there in the 
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dark. Say, just what do you know 
about this?” 

She turned up a half provoking 
smile. Her left hand came up to 
toy with the lapel of his coat. The 
perfume of her hair so close to his 
face was a heating incense. “Not 
much. He’s passed out the sign to 
get you, that’s all.” 

A moment of silence, her eyes 
wistfully raised to his. Cathorne’s 
arms spread in an interrogative 
gesture. “Why are you warning 
me?” 

The hand stilled upon the coat 
lapel, then crept higher. “Don’t get 
me wrong, please. I’m not all bad. 
I liked you. I peeped out and saw 
you before I went on to dance. I 
don’t want to see—to see you get 
knifed !” 

Cathorne’s half spread arms 
closed to enfold her. It was a move- 
ment without conscious volition. 
She did not draw away. The touch 
of her lovely back tingled the 
nerves of his hand and arm. They 
drew closer as if pulled by mag- 
netic power. She turned herself 
slightly sideways, her left arm lift- 
ing to drop about his neck. She 
snuggled languishingly backward 
in the curve of his arm, chin and 
lips rising imploringly, a mist of 
surrender veiling her eyes. 

“You’re a man, a real man, big 
boy. That’s why I want to help 
you. I haven’t seen many real men 
lately.” 

Cathorne’s lips dropped to her 
pouting mouth, Racing points of 
fire ran through his muscles. Her 
arms tightened and her lips clung 
hungrily to his. 

“So sweet, so sweet!” The 
words were mufiled softly against 
his kiss. 


6¢Q@O! I find you have a visitor.” 

The uninflected voice of 
Kuen Lee Wong was a splash of 
icy air through the room. 

Cathorne’s eyes looked into the 
almond slits of the Chinese face. 
Wong’s dark pupils were points of 
fire in the bleak anger of his coun- 
tenance. 

Cup would have dropped the 
girl, but she clung to him, her arm 
tightening about his neck. She be- 
came a dead weight upon his move- 
ments. Slippered feet were sound- 
ing in the corridor behind the leer- 
ing Chinese. Cathorne could sense 
the knifemen drawing near. 

Then the girl’s right hand went 
diving under Cup’s coat. She 
seized the hidden gun and jerked 
it free. She stepped back, her full 
lips curling. 

“So you fell for it, sap? Like 
any dumb egg, you go wild for a 
little petting. Guess we got him 
where we want him, eh, Poppa 
Wong?” 

Kuen Lee Wong took a mincing 
step into the room. The expression 
of his eyes changed to a forebid- 
ding gloating. “The wisdom of the 
sage says that no beast poaches on 
the prey of the tiger. We have him, 
as you say, fair. I bow to your 
superior wisdom, my Celestial 
Dove.” 

The girl held the gun at her side, 
steadily keeping it pointed at Cup 


_Cathorne. The supreme treachery 


of her action struck the white man 
like a sickening flood. To see her 
lined up with the viperous Wong 
was like an affront to all white 
womanhood. The fever in Ca- 
thorne’s blood turned to hate. 
Yet even as Wong moved behind 
her, Cup could see her lips move 
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without sound. “Behind the screen, 
behind the sereen,” the lip move- 
ments read, “the window!” 

In the corridor doorway a clip- 
headed Chinese was coldly finger- 
ing a knife. 

' The odds were too many for an 
unarmed man. Was the gir! lying 
about the window? There was no 
alternative for Cup but to take a 
chance. With a sweep of his arm, 
he toppled the sereen and dived for 
the window. Out of the corner of 
his eye he saw the Dove sway back- 
ward into the arms of Wong, the 
two of them blocking the way of 
the knifeman. 

Clacking Chinese profanity 
burst out behind Cathorne. Wong 
was ripping orders. Men glided 
silently from the resort, scouring 
the black shadows. Cup lit tumbled 
and was on his feet running. He 
reached the nearest alleyway and 
lost himself from pursuit in the 
narrow, dark lanes of the river- 
front region. 


HAs an hour later he was safe- 

ly on board his sloop, The 
Moro Girl. His mind was coldly 
cursing and again whipping back 
to the seeming discrepancies of the 
adventure. What was the girl 
working for? Was she a lover of 
Wong? Had she dropped passion- 
ately into Cathorne’s arms merely 
to lure and hold him until the trap 
was sprung? Why had she silently 
told him the way to escape? 

So Wong had his number! Had 
Cup’s discreet inquiries in regard 
to John Phipps reached the ears 
of the wily Chinese and started his 
killers hunting? If so, Wong was 
the guilty partv! Why had Phipps 
been made to disappear when 


Wong’s contrived disappearances 
meant murder? What was at stake? 
Cathorne could estimate Oriental 
character, and he rated Wong as 
no small stakes player. 

And now, this girl who called 
herself The Dove. Was she play- 
ing a deep game or merely an ad- 
venturess working the port towns 
for money? Cup could feel again 
the yielding luxuriousness of her 
flesh, and his fingers gripped hard 
at the thought. That kiss had sure- 
ly been genuine; the heat of it still 
raged in his blood. Under other 
circumstances he would have said 
that he had found his woman; they 
had been drawn together by the 
deep undercurrents of nature, by 
a power irresistible as the tides. 

He straightened from _ the 
coaming of the hatch where he 
had been sitting. No, that girl had 
shot square. He came to that deci- 
sion by a route intuitive and be- 
yond logic. She had disarmed him 
for no other reason than to force 
him to escape. With a gun in his 
hands he would not have run from 
the dogs of Wong. 

And she knew something—that 
was the hunch. If he could get to 
her, talk with her alone, he would 
find why the Chinese were on his 
trail. 

Cathorne changed into a dark 
suit and trousers. His white attire 
had almost been fatal under the 
marang trees. He gave orders to 
his Filipino mate, and then was 
quietly rowed ashore in the sloop’s 
dinghy. 


pes Visayan maid who had car- 

ried the note to Cup, emitted 

a scream, but it was stifled by a 
(Continued on page 99) 
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HE sslant-eyed crew that 

milled on the sidewalk of 

Grand Avenue in San Fran- 
eisco’s Chinatown turned in its 
steps to watch the trim-ankled 
young woman who hurried along, 
her thin dress whipping about ta- 
pering thighs and hugging sinuous 
hips. Yellow faces were blank but 
almond eyes glittered while they 
estimated the curves of white- 
fleshed symmetries under the 
serap of silk clothing. 
Matt Rider, a elean-cut young 
American in the saffron stream, 
also watched. He decided that 
those hips and thighs and silk- 
sheathed legs, as judged from be- 
hind, could belong only to Elaine 
Fenton, daughter of Selby Fenton, 
the rich ship owner. 

Matt Rider had occasion to 
know a great deal about Elaine 
. Fenton. Once or twice she had al- 
lowed him to build up expectations 
that in another minute or two he 
would be knowing even much more 
about her. But each time she had 
laughed and called quits just 
when his veins were on fire. 

To make himself sure that it was 
Elaine who walked ahead of him 
in a neighborhood where it wasn’t 
so good for a girl as rich and blood- 
stirring as she be alone, he caught 
up with her. 

“Just to think,” he said to the 
side of her face, “out of two ways 
to go we should both choose the 
same one.” 

She turned her face and his 
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pulse skipped a beat. She was even 
more beautiful than last time. Her 
little breasts, outlined in ‘round 
mounds that pressed jointly 
against her thin blouse were even 
more impudent. But when she 
spoke, Matt Rider went cold. 
“Since you admit that there are 
two ways to go, why not let me 
have one of them to myself?” 


BEFORE he could come up from 

that blow, she turned in at the 
door of an imposing curio shop, 
showing him her shapely back. He 
looked after her, beginning to grow 
hot clear through. She was Selby 
Fenton’s society struck daughter 
and he was only top-string report- 
er for the Globe which it was ru- 
mored her father half owned, but 
there had been those occasions 
when she hadn’t let that stay be- 
tween them, or much of anything 
else. 

While he was staring through 
the shop window, past a display of 
vases and teakwood Buddhas, she 
stopped near a counter to give her 
two hands to a customer, a thin, © 
sleek man with black, oiled hair 
and a white-toothed grin. - 

“Now what in the name of Hell,” 
Matt Rider muttered to himself, 
“does it mean when Elaine Fenton 
keeps a hand-holding date in Chi- 
natown with a rat like that?” 

He gave a shrug and walked 


The struggle had been brief, but 


furious. 


Once a girl has breathed the breath of the Dragon, she can 
speak nothing but the truth—no longer deceive husband 
or sweetheart... 
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away from the shop. After getting 
that cold shoulder he guessed he 
would hunt up a warm one, and 
there was cute little Si Si at the top 
of the next flight of stairs that 
mounted from the pavement. 

Si Si was the young and delec- 
table American-born wife of Meng 
Toh Fu, presiding elder of the 
Seven Family Tong. As a rule 
Matt Rider gave a skip to other 
men’s wives. But with Si Si it was 
different. Meng Toh Fu, estimable 
as he might be, was old. Si Si was 
a luscious fruit just beginning to 
ripen. She had the soft, silken hair 
of a Danish mother and the waxen 
skin and sloe-black eyes of a Mon- 
gol father. Her blood ran hot and 
her delicious body of tinted flesh 
quivered to the slightest touch. She 
was like a rainbow bubble floating 
in the puddles of Chinatown vice. 

And, at this time of day, Si Si 
would be alone in her cage, while 
Meng Toh Fu went about the fur- 
tive business of his Tong. 

Matt Rider turned up the flight 
of steps and presently felt the 
warmth of Si Si’s shoulder against 
his own and the throbbing of her 
breasts against his chest. He bent 
to kiss the curve of a shoulder 
through the silk of Si Si’s jacket 
and when she gave a little scream 
of delight he silenced her with the 
pressure.of his seeking lips over 
her soft.moist ones. She pointed 
to a pile of cushions in the corner 
of her bird-eage room. 

“See? I have made ready for us. 
I knew you would come this day.” 

He picked her up and earried 
her to the cushions. 


4x THE curio shop the note of a 
golden bell sounded afar off, as 


if in the depths of the earth, and 
was still echoing like lingering mu- 
sic. But the girl who had given 
Matt Rider the cold shoulder was 
not in the shop. 

The sleek dark man was still 
there, and a fat Chinese who fin- 
gered a small gold locket. The sleek 
man was saying, “You see, it 
worked, Li Ping. I was taking her 
home yesterday when we found the 
locket at her door where you had 
it dropped. Looked too cheap to 
advertise. When I told her this 
morning that by strange luck I had 
run onto you and told you of find- 
ing the locket, and you’d recog- 
nized it as belonging to a friend 
who would insist upon her return- 
ing it herself and receiving a gift 
of a jewel, I explained that you 
said it was a trinket highly valued 
by your friend’s young wife. She 
swallowed it.” 

The fat Chinese looked deep in- 
to the shop. In the shadows a great 
wooden Buddha oceupied almost 
the whole of a wall. The Chinese 
regarded the Buddha for a long 
movement, then said in singsong, 
“The swallowings of the white lily 
continue my friend. By now the 
Honorable Meng Toh Fu presides - 
under the Dragon.” 

The sleek man snarled. “The old 
—won’t let me see the show.” 

Said the Chinese stolidly, “The 
secrets of the Dragon are not for 
the eyes of the profane.” 

In a deep underground chamber, 
hung with rich embroidered silks, 
far below the raucous noises of 
Grant Avenue, the girl whom Matt 
Rider had recognized was 
stretched on cushions spread on a 
long teakwood table. Her wrists 
hung over the sides of the table 
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and were bound, but her feet were 
not fastened. Her silk dress had 
been torn from her white body and 
lay in shreds on the floor. She was 


naked save for stockings, a wisp’ 


of lacy silk about her hips, and the 
strand of transparent brassiere. 
A yellow light tinted her flesh 
down to the snug ring of her gar- 
ter tops where they girdled her 
smooth round thighs. Above and 
below the band of her brassiere the 


- hillocks of her breasts almost es- 


caped. 


Oe the prostrate form a huge 

gilt Dragon reached down its 
red-fanged head from an enormous 
coil that wound around the cham- 
ber ceiling. Out of the mouth of 
the Dragon a steady stream of hot 
vapor poured to caress the hollows 
and curves of the body on the 
eushions and fill the room with a 
pungent perfume. 

At the foot of the table, silently 
watching the girl’s frantic strug- 
gles against her cruelly bound 
wrists, the convulsions of her lithe 
young body, the desperate writh- 
ings of slim legs swelling from her 
garters into flattened columns of 
creamy flesh, stood a tall elderly 
Chinese in a long black robe. His 
face was saturnine and flushed by 
the heat sent through his blood at 
the sight of delicate white youth 
so helplessly displayed to his eyes. 

On either side of the table lesser 
Chinese stood, their hands folded 
in their black sleeves, their beady 
eyes searching out every beauty 
of the “lily white lady” they had 
stripped and bound. 

As the warm vapor from the 
Dragon’s mouth deepened its cloud 
over the girl’s face, her strug- 


glings died down; she relaxed and 
was quiet. 

The tall elderly Chinese spoke. 
“Kwin Tsing, the Dragon God- 
dess, takes the white one to her 
bosom. Soon Kwin Tsing will open 
her lips to my bidding.” 

Now the girl lay still. Her eyes 
moved, but they were no longer 
frightened. Her wrists. did not 
tug at their bonds. Her legs lay 
straight, yellow tinted from the 
lacy edge of the scanty silk about 
her middle to the dark embrace of 
her garters. Her breasts rose and 
fell in rhythm, tugging at the filmy 
lace that held them. The Chinese 
watched those breasts with hun- 
gry eyes and twitching fingers. 
And all the time more of the pun- 
gent vapor from the Dragon’s 
mouth was drawn in by the girl’s 
quivering nostrils. 

The tall Chinese spoke again. 

“Lily White one, heed the voice 
of Meng Toh Fu, keeper of the 
Dragon of Kwin Tsing. Of that 
which I asked you in the outer 
chamber and of which you refused 
to talk, you will talk now. At my 
commands, Kwin Tsing has given 
you the Tongue of the Dragon. | 
With the Dragon’s Tongue you 
will talk and tell to Meng Toh Fu 
all that he desires to know.” 

And the girl on the cushioned 
altar under the Dragon began to 
talk. At first quietly, but not 
against her will. It seemed that 
she made no effort to tell Meng 
Toh Fu all that he had wanted to 
know when he questioned her in 
the outer chamber after taking her 
from the shop into the under- 
ground labyrinth that still re- 
mains of old Chinatown. 

In a little while she became. ex- 
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eited with her flow of talk. The tall 
Chinese murmured, “Meng Toh 
Fu would know more.” 


Her words came rushingly, try- _ 


_ ing to make him understand that 
she wanted to please him. When 
she recited certain figures, his eyes 
shone and with a gesture he com- 
manded one of the lesser Chinese 
to copy down those figures. 

At last he was through. Another 
gesture and a movement by a less- 
er Chinese and the great gilt 
Dragon closed its mouth. The 
girl’s head dropped back and her 
eyes closed wearily. 

Meng Toh Fu lifted a hand and 
one of the others held out to him 
a slender bladed knife with a jade 
hilt. The tall Chinese walked 
around the teakwood table and 
stood for an instant over the girl’s 
bosom. His eyes traveled the full 
length of the slim white body that 


glowed under the yellow lamps. 


On the lifting breasts his gaze 
lingered, then dropped down to 
the flattened stomach, followed the 
curve of swelling hips and traced 
the taper of satin smooth thighs. 

It was as if he glutted himself 
- for the last time with the view of 
enchantments that soon would be 
without warmth. 

With a sigh for the delights that 
age must sometime relinquish, 
Meng Toh Fu at last made a quick 
sudden movement with the slender 
knife. The blade entered just be- 
low a round breast. Its hilt was 
green and venomous against the 
tinted whiteness of skin. 

He stood away from the table 
and turned to the lesser Chinese. 

“May Buddha be blessed and 
watch over you while you dispose 


of the body that has no memories 
of the Dragon’s Tongue.” 


PSTAIRS, in the cage-like 
room, little Si Si rested on the 
cushions in the corner like a bright- 
plumed bird with quivering wings. 
Matt Rider bent over her, propped 
on an elbow while a hand toyed 
with the smooth sculpture of her 
throat, and strayed again and 
again to touch the delicate down 
of her rose-petal cheeks. 

Si Si was breathing fast to the 
tumult within her delectable body, 
and determination was deep in 
Matt Rider’s eyes. Si Si was 
eurled close to him, as if to mold 
her pliant body to his. Her skirt 
had crawled up to her knees and 
above where a little space of saf- 
fron thigh was revealed. Matt’s 
own blood was racing in chaos and 
he caught her in a fierce grip at 
last, crushing her whole body to 
his, drinking of her burning breath 
that came now in fevered gasps. 

“Into her shell-like ear he whis- 
pered ardently. His anger at 
Elaine Fenton for snubbing him 
was still in his mind, embittering 
him. Si Si wouldn’t snub him, and 
he might as well be recompensed 
for that cold shoulder in the street. 
After all, Si Si was only an old 
Chink’s young wife. Elaine Fen- 
ton didn’t keep the rules. She 
made you feel like she’d given you 
a promise and then laughed in 
your face. Why keep any rules 
with Si Si? Here she was, eager, 
yielding .... 

But Si Si suddenly slipped out 
of his arms as smoothly as an eel. 
She was on her knees, her little 
hands pushing at his chest. 

“It can not be, my beloved. Per- 
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haps you like the feel of me in your 
arms, but the body you feel is not 
strong. Easily it would be broken 
by the wrath of Meng Toh Fu.” 

The flame she had aroused in 
Matt Rider still held him in its 
fire. “How could that old codger 
count the kisses you might spare 
me?” he demanded, 

Si Si looked wise. “Do you know 
of the Dragon of K win Tsing, my 
beloved?” 

“All I know about dragons is 
that feel as if you were one. You 
sure got me in coils.” 

“Tt is very sad for the young 
wives of old husbands that there is 
a Dragon of Kwin Tsing,” Si Si 
said solemnly. “I am to be forever 
denied the delight of being dis- 
honorable to the aged Meng Toh 
Fu.” 

“Of all the poppyeock—” Matt 
Rider began but Si Si interrupted. 

“T will explain. If it should 
please Meng Toh Fu to cause me 
to breathe the breath of the Drag- 
on, of which he is the altar elder, 
to such every question as he might 
ask me I would have to speak the 
truth. It is the power of the 
Dragon’s breath to make much talk 
and all talk is true talk. Should 
my honorable husband ask, ‘Have 
you been guilty, my rosebud,’ I 
would say to him, ‘I have done a 
great wrong to your honorable 
house, O Worthy Husband.’ 

“Then I would have to tell who 
shared with me in the doing of that 
wrong and Meng Toh Fu’s ven- 
geance would be swift. Do you 
understand that I should beso very 
sad?.I am not permitted to do the 
wrongs young wives should do to 
their honorably elder husbands.” 


M¢tt RIDER had many argu- 
ments but Si Si was firm. ‘‘It 
is very sad for me that I must be 
good,” she insisted. 

Matt agreed that it was very sad 
indeed. He was brooding with 
sympathy for the thwarted Si Si 
while he descended the dark stairs 
toward the sunshine in the street. 
He stopped suddenly and some in- 
stinct made him drop to one knee. 

Just as he bent, there came a 
swish through the air and the 
sharp thud and twang of a knife 
point sinking into wood. He 
leaped back with a curse and 
stared at the step below the one 
on which he had paused. 

A stiletto still quivered in the 
rotting wood. He looked up the 
dark stair-well. The knife had not 
come from the floor above, Si Si’s 
floor. That was plain. Above there 
was only inky blackness. A black- © 
ness from which another knife 
might come singing at any second. 
For a flashing second he debated 
leaping up the stairs, but dis- 
missed the idea. Not so good to be 
caught in Si Si’s corridor under 
any circumstances. He leaped in- 
to the street and recaptured his 
breath. 

Sight of the tall Meng Toh Fu 
coming down the street toward his 
home reassured him so far as Si 
Si was concerned. Her husband 
was still absent from his house. 
He could not have known of 
Matt’s visit. The knife he de- 
cided could not have been meant 
for him. 

Just the same he idled in the 
neighborhood where he could 
watch the windows of Si Si’s 
room. Usually she spent much of 
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her time at her window watching 
the Grant Avenue flux. In fact, 
the first message that had passed 
between them, from her eyes to 
his understanding, had come from 
her at her window to him in the 
street below. It had brought about 
their meeting. 

With the fall of darkness he 
was beginning to be alarmed. Si 
Si had not come to her window, 
nor had Meng Toh Fu returned to 
the street. He was raking his mind 
for pretext to send a messenger to 
her door when he was relieved to 
see her emerging from her stair 
door onto the sidewalk. She was 
dressed in native pantaloons and 
black silk jacket. Matt had never 
seen her in native garb before, 
The play of her hips and the 
sweep of her legs enchanted him 
anew. He watched while she en- 
tered a taxi before he could attract 
her attention. 


HE REMEMBERED, now, that 

he had not ’phoned the Globe 
office for more than an hour. At 
the nearest booth he put in his 
call. 

‘*Glad you called, Rider,” said 
the voice at the city desk. “There’s 
a sweet little murder that’s right 
up your alley. Body found a few 
minutes ago in Golden Gate Park, 
hidden in a clump of willows. Girl 
in nothing but pants and bra. 
She’s at the morgue by now.” 


“On my way, chief,” Matt Rider 
grunted and hung up. After Elaine 
Fenton and Si Si both being such 
disappointments, he felt like han- 
dling a good murder, and a victim 
in panties made any murder good. 
A reader could have so many in- 


teresting ideas about what had 
happened before the crime. 

An assistant medical examiner 
met him in the mortuary ante- 
chamber. “Looks promising,” the 
M. E. said. “You couldn’t stick a 
postage stamp in what she had on. 
Police are looking over her apart- - 
ment now.’’ 

“You’ve identified her, then? 
How? Recognize any moles or 
birth marks or appendicitis 
sears?” 

‘Whoever dumped her dumped 
her purse, after taking everything 
out but a card with a name and 
address. The cops took it for 
granted that was for identifica- 
tion purposes. Her killers were 
afraid she’d eatch her death of 
eold the way she was.” 

Matt Rider grunted. “Let’s have 
a look. I’ll be satisfied with her 
face. I’ve already seen a lot 
today.” 

The M. E. led him into the cold 
clamminess of the morgue. Down 
a long row of white covered slabs 
the M. E. stopped and drew back 
a sheet. 

“Good God!’’ Matt Rider cried. 
“That’s Elaine Fenton!’’ 

“Not the name on the card,” said 
the M. E. He threw the sheet down 
farther, exposing the white body 
now without even the wisps it had 
worn. He looked at a wrist tag. 
“Says here the name is Phelps— 
Corliss Phelps. Here’s the num- 
ber on Beck Street.’’ 

“Corliss Phelps and Beck Street, 
hell! It’s Selby Fenton’s daughter 
and she lived at Lands’ End in a 
palace. And I saw her, only a few 
hours ago!”’ 

He ’phoned the Globe with his 
news. That done, he would take 


Painkiller 


time to reflect upon seemg Elaine 
that. day in Grant Street, entering 
a Chinese shop to meet there a 
sleek haired rat. But the city desk 
was curt. “You’re off your nut, 
Rider. We sent a man to the apart- 
ment address found on a card in 
her purse. She lived there and she 
was Corliss Phelps, a warm baby 
our man judges by the size of her 
wardrobe. Get up there and take 
over.”’ : 
Matt’s head reeled. There was 
no doubt but that the girl on the 
slab was Elaine. What was she 
doing, keeping a separate apart- 
ment and using another name. He 


put in a eall for the Land’s End. 


home of the Fenton’s just to make 
sure. 

He was wondering what excuse 
he would give for his call when 
they told him Elaine wasn’t home. 
“Damned if I will be the one to 
break the news to the family,’’ he 
muttered. 

He needn’t have sought an ex- 
cuse. A servant said at once that 

‘Miss Fenton would take the phone 
in a minute-and she did. 


HEN Matt steadied himself 
after hearing her voice, he 
was aware that she was pouring 
an appeal through the wire. 
“Please come at once, Matt,’’ she 
was crying, her voice tense with 
alarm. “Somebody’s got to help 
me and you are just the one.” 
“When I saw you a little while 
ago, you sure needed help,” Matt 
grunted. 
“You didn’t see me! I haven’t 
been away from home.”’ 
“Not even on Grant Avenue?” 
“T never go to Chinatown. You 
ought to know that.” 
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“All right. All right. I’m cuckoo. 
T’ll be out. But I’ve got a job to 
do first.” 

Blaine’s voice held him. “Wait, 
Matt. Tell me. Is the job—has 
it anything to do with—murder?”’ 

Matt spoke slowly, precisely. 
“Now let me get this straight. You 
know something about a murder 
done today?” 

“Tt’s what I want to see you 
about, Matt. I hope there wasn’t 
one—but if there was—’’ 

“Thinking of a Corliss Phelps, 
by any chance?” Matt shot into the 
*phone. He heard a little moan 
come over the wire, then Elaine’s 
trembling voice. “Come as quick 
as you can, Matt.” 


THE police were still searching 
for clues in the apartment of 
Corliss Phelps in Beck Street. It 
was an expensive apartment. But 
there were no pictures and no let- 
ters—no papers that could begin 
to put the finger on any of her 
acquaintances. A police lieutenant 
pointed to the opened door of a 
wall safe hidden behind a movable 
bathroom cabinet where no one 
would think of looking for it. 
“The murderer came here after 
dumping her,” the lieutenant said, 
“and rifled her safe. Must have 
known the combination and where 
to fmd it. And knew just what he 
was after, because he didn’t dis- 
‘turb anything else. Plenty of ways 
for him to get into and out of 
this building without being seen, 
and he didn’t leave any prints. 


“Looks like a dead end.” 


Matt took a taxi out to Land’s 
End. Elaine Fenton received him 
on the grounds of the estate, ina 

(Continued on page 104) 
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WAYING from side to side 

with insidious grace, the mot- 

tled-gray head of a huge 
python slid along the thick branch 
of a baobab tree, coiled its sleek, 
sealed body about the smooth 
trunk and dropped silently to the 
soft, matted floor of the jungle. 
Its beady, lidless eyes gleamed like 
two onyx chips in the flat wedge 
of its skull. Viscous saliva dripped 
from the pink flaps fringing its 
cavernous jaws. Like some great 
felled oak, suddenly given motion, 
it moved across the jungle floor, 
hissing through pools of stagnant 
rain water, and piercing the laby- 
rinth of twisted vines with slimy 
dexterity. 

It paused and raised its head as 
it neared a clearing in the tropical 
denseness. Thin pencils of sun- 
light filtered through the tower- 
ing sago-palms and danced on the 
giant corkscrew of its black and 
gray body. The reptile tensed and 
quivered. A woman’s voice, raised 
in a monotonic chant, came from 
the interior of a crudely thatched 
hut, set in the center of the clear- 
ing. Clustered about it were other 
smaller huts, primitive habita- 
tions consisting of four rough- 
hewn posts covered over with dry, 
knotted palm leaves. 

With almost human fidelity, the 
python’s head dipped and swayed 
to the rhythms of the song. When 
it ceased suddenly, leaving a faint 


echo to melt into the jungle, the 
snake crawled across the clearing 
and into the door of the central 
hut. Coiled, ring on ring, on the 
dirt floor, it watched the smiling 
approach of the copper-hued wom- 
an who had been singing, with fas- 
cinated intentness. 

Moolah, the Abyssinian, leaned 
over and offered her round, ecru 
arm for the python’s head. Its 
white underjaw laved the smooth 
surface, sliding up until it rested 
in the deep hollow between the 
woman’s breasts, its dark, sparkl- 
ing eyes vying with the flashing 
orbs of the woman. The reptile’s 
muscular coils shifted from the 
floor to Moolah’s  full-fleshed 
thighs and lyred hips, twining 
about her with exotic symbolism. 

Footfalls sounded outside the 
hut, but the huge, sweat-soaked 
black who was about to enter, 
paused at the threshold, the ala- 
baster whites of his eyes rolling 
in a mute frenzy of fear. He 
dropped to his knees as the py- 
thon’s head shot out venomously, 
only to spring back as Moolah 
tapped its skull with her finger- 
tips. A smile curled the sensual 
fullness of her red lips. It was 
cruel amusement to Moolah to see 
the Wamasai savages cringe be- 
fore the serpent. Cunningly, she 
realized it was her one supersti- 
tious hold over these cannibals of 
the jungle. 


Diamond loot and death—a beautiful witch of strange pow- 
ers—a demon of evil and terror.” Strange things happen 
that the jungle will never tell! 
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“Are you sure 
you want to go 
farther?” he 
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“Bring food for the Devil God, 
Muwambi,” she. ordered curtly. 
“In some of the magalia there are 
still young. Bring two of them; 
fat ones.” 

The black retreated slowly, his 
bone-pierced nostrils dragging 
along the ground. In a moment 
he had returned, a naked infant 
under each arm. The python’s eyes 
glittered and he made an effort to 
disentwine himself from about 
Moolah’s body, but she held his 
head firmly, the forefinger and 
thumb of one hand pressing hard 
behind his jaws. 

Muwambi dropped the infants 
to the floor. Saliva poured from 
the reptile’s mouth as he watched 
their coal-black legs and arms 
make motion. A tremor shot 
through his entire length, causing 
Moowah’s body to shiver and her 
breasts to swing voluptuously. 


“Go, Muwambi!” she ordered, 
releasing the python. In a flash, 
one of the black infants’ bullet- 
shaped heads disappeared into the 
wet maw of the serpent’s mouth, 
the tiny legs protruding gro- 
tesquely from between pink-flapped 
jaws. There was a sucking noise 
andthe python’s neck distended as 
the little body slipped by its throat 
and began working its way down. 
Again the flat head shot out and 
the second infant slid across the 
floor to form another indicative 
bulge in the huge snake’s torpid 
body. Blood dripped from the 
ereature’s jaws, mixing with the 
rapid flow of thick digestive juice 
and forming mounds of pink froth 
on the dirt floor. It lay quiet now, 
the under-surface of its head rest- 
ing on the ground. 
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Moowah, silent witness to the 
python’s greed, came over to it, 
kneeled down and stroked its back. 
Her breasts seemed to swell as her 
fingers ran over the slippery 
scales. 


TT ARKOFF, the wizened, Johan- 
nesburg diamond dealer, sus- 
picious as always of callers who 
came to the barred door of his 
musty shop after sundown, peered 
through the stout iron grating for 
a long time before admitting Carl 
Hoffman. 

Once he was inside, Hoffman 
brought his massive hand hard 
down on the Russian Jew’s shoul- 
der. 

“Didn’t know me, eh, did you?” 
he boomed, leering stupidly behind 
a two weeks’ growth of black, un- 
kempt{ whiskers. “Thought I came 
to rob you of your damned pre- 
cious chips, eh?” Stale brown to- 
bacco juice was eaked at the hard 
corners of Hoffman’s mouth. He 
was dressed in the sailcloth pants 
and blue denim shirt of the Kim- 
berly diggers. 

Tarkoff murmured a filthy idio- 
matic curse under his breath. He 
never had liked Hoffman even 
when he brought him stolen gems 
from the diamond-fields and sold 
them to him for a tenth of their 
value. He was a coarse, ignorant 
pig; loud and blustering. Once, 
Tarkoff had seen him strike down 


a Nubian woman because she had - 


not stepped into the garbage- 
clogged gutter when he came along. 
True, the blacks of Johannesburg 
were stinking, sweating animals, 
but so was Hoffman. 

Throwing the bolt into place, the 
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diamond dealer shuffled into the 
back room, closed the door and 
drew the rattan blind over the 
window. 

“Well, what is it, Hoffman ?” he 
queried. 

The German ran the back of one 
hairy paw over his mouth. His 
pea-green eyes shimmered in the 
semi-darkness. 

“Plenty this time, Tarkoff,” he 
muttered. “This time I gave the 
dirty capitalistic swine a good, fat 
trimming. No chips this time, 
Tarkoff. No one karat yellow 
stones, either. I gave it to them 
good and right. For five years 
they sweated me in their damned 
hell holes but I saw my chance and 
I took it.” He grinned apprecia- 
tively. “By the time they wake up 
I'll be sailing through the Indian 
Ocean and it’ll be good riddance 
to bad rubbish !” 

The diamond dealer fingered the 
lean, eadaverous hollows of his 
cheeks... He was accustomed to 
Hoffman’s bluff and bluster. Like 

“as not he had a few uncut gems— 
one, two, three karats at the most 
—and probably poor ones at that. 
Lately, they had been pretty care- 
ful at the mines. A nigger had 
even swallowed an uncut stone, he 
had heard, but that too was dis- 
covered. 

“Well, come, come, what is it, 
Hoffman?” he urged. “I have din- 
ner to get to, you know.” 

“Dinner be damned!” Hoffman 
bellowed. “You’ll give a million 
dinners when you lay eyes on what 
I’ve got, Tarkoff. You won’t be- 
lieve what you see, I tell you!” His 
right hand slid into his shirt and 
came out with a chamois bag. 


Pulling the draw-string, he turned 
the bag upside down with a tri- 
umphant smile. Like a magic cas- 
cade of iridescent stars, the mouth 
of the bag spewed forth a cataract 
of brilliant, blue-white diamonds, 
one as large as a walnut, the others 
like multi-faceted globs of trans- 
parent dew. 


The diamond dealer tek in 
amazement. His thin fingers slid 
out and curled themselves about 
the largest of the gems. It was a 
thing of red, green and white fire 
in the palm of his trembling hand. 


“The—the Kohler Diamond!” he 
gasped. 

Hoffman leaned across the 
table. “Yes, the Kohler Diamond!” 
he echoed. “Fifty-one karats and 
every speck of it perfect! Ha! 
That’s a haul, isn’t it?” 


ARKOFF’S eyes did not leave 
the gem. It was the first time 
he had ever seen a diamond so big, 
but he knew of its discovery just 
a week before. The Nubian who 
had dug it from the soil had been 
given an extra day’s pay. Fifty- 
one karats! Hoffman was right. 
It was as perfect and pure as it 
could be. Still uncut, it shot off a 
rainbow of living colors. 
“Where did you get it, Hoff- 
man?” Tarkoff whispered huskily. 
The German’s eyes narrowed. 
“That’s none of your damned busi- 
ness, Tarkoff. I got it and here 
it is.’ He ran his gnarled fingers 
over the smaller stones. “And 
thirty-eight karats besides. What’s 
it all worth?” 
The dealer was reluctant to place 
the big stone on the table, but he 
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did so, his finger tips lingering to 
touch its brilliance. 

“T couldn’t touch the stuff, Hoff- 
man,” he replied, his voice a nerv- 
ous tremolo. “It’s too big for me. 
They’ll be after that Kohler Dia- 
mond like vultures on a desert 
corpse.” He shook his head. “No, 
I ecouldn’t touch it.” 

Hoffman sneered deprecatingly. 
“No guts, eh? I had guts enough to 
make the haul but you get cold feet 
about taking it off my hands, eh?” 
He pushed the glittering pile of 
gems towards Tarkoff. “It’s all 
yours for two thousand pounds! 
Kighty-four karats for two thou- 
sand pounds! God, man, even if 
you cut the big one up, it’ll net you 
six thousand pounds all told. How 
about it, Tarkoff? I want to get 
away in a hurry! In fact, I’ve got 
to!” His voice dropped to a hoarse 
whisper. “You see, Tarkoff, I had 
to kill a man to get this haul! May- 
be they found out already! There’s 
a freighter to Cairo pulling out of 
Lourenco tonight. I can make it if 
you come across.” 

The dealer trembled and licked 
his dry lips. “No, Hoffman, I can’t 
take a chance. They’ll search every 
diamond shop in the city. I ean’t do 
it, I tell you.” 

Hoffman’s yellow teeth gnawed 
at his under-lip. “Then what 
about some of the smaller stones? 
I need money to get me to Cairo.” 
He separated five gems from the 
pile. “Here, that’s about ten kar- 
ats. You can have ’em for a hun- 
dred pounds, but make it quick!” 

Tarkoff shook his head. “No, I 
can’t touch any of this lot, Hoff- 
man, It’s all the same lot and they 
can trace them. The price is good 


enough, but I can’t take a chance.” 
He cringed as the burly German 
snarled viciously. “You know I’d 
take them quicker than anything, 
Hoffman,” he whined, “if—if I 
thought it wouldn’t mean trouble.” 
His sharp eyes darted from Hoff- 
man’s face to the heap of dia- 
monds. “You know I took them 
from you before without question. 
But this—this is different. They’re 
too hot, Hoffman. If you could 
hide away some place until the 
thing blows over. Then maybe—” 
“Where?” Hoffman spat 
“Where could I hide out in this 
damned country? Sure, in the des- 
ert and starve to death!” ; 
Tarkoff rubbed his gaunt chin. 
“T’ve got a place for you to hide 
out, Hoffman. When I had my 
place at Sakota in Abyssinia, there 
was a woman—Moolah—I knew. 
She was a fakir and she worked in 
the bazaars, charming snakes. A 
month ago a trader from the Con- 
go came in and he told me there 
was such a woman—Moolah, by 
name—at the head of a Wamasai 
tribe in the Sankuru Jungle. He 
described her to me and it is the 
same woman. You go to her and 
tell her that Tarkoff has sent you. 
She will give you protection, be- 
cause I am told the savages think 
she is a devil god. Stay there a 
year or more and then when the 
trail is cold, we can do something.” 


HOFFMAN rose and swept the 
diamonds into the chamois 

bag. He drew the drawstring tight, 

knotted it and slipped the bag back 

inside his shirt thoughtfully. 

~ “Till need money anyway,” he 

grumbled. “You’ll have to ad- 
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He drew back in hor- 

ror as the serpent’s 

head darted toward 
him. 





















vance me twenty-five pounds.” 
Tarkoff hesitated. He knew well ,ea 
enough the German would never Er 
return to Johannesburg. It would 
be giving him twenty-five pounds 
as a gift and that he would not do. 
“There is not a pound in the 
shop, Hoffman, believe me,” he 
whined. “Not a customer has been 
in today to buy or sell,” 
Hoffman’s fist came down on the 
wooden table with a deafening 
crash. “That’s a damned lie, Jew, 
and you know it!” he spat. “I’m 
willing to hide out in the stinking 
Congo but you’ve got to give me 
money enough to get up there. 
It’s a good two thousand miles and 
I'll have to circle through the An- 


gola Mountains which makes it 
more. I need more than twenty- 
five pounds. I need fifty!” 

“T swear to you, Hoffman,” Tar- 
koff protested, “I don’t have it.” 


Hoffman’s ape arms shot out 
and his fingers closed about the 
diamond dealer’s throat. He shook 
the frail Jew like a cat shakes a 
mouse. 

“You’re a yellow-bellied liar!” 
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he scréamed. “Get that money for 
me, or—” He held Tarkoff with 
one hand and reached back to the 
hip pocket of his trousers with 
the other. Seizing the opportunity, 
Tarkoff wriggled loose and dashed 
for the door. But Hoffman was on 
top of him like a raging lion be- 
fore he could swing it open, grip- 
ping the long barrel of a heavy 
German revolver in his right hand. 

Tarkoff fought with the fury of 
a beast at bay, tearing at Hoff- 
man’s face with taloned fingers 
and swinging at him with his feet. 
Once, his knee grazed a sensitive 
spot and Hoffman bellowed with 
the enraged fury of a gored bull. 
The revolver flashed through the 
air, butt first, and crashed down 
on the diamond dealer’s head. 
Without a sound he slid to the 
floor, blood pouring from an ear- 
te ear crack in his skull. 


Without waiting to see whether 
Tarkoff was dead or alive, Hoff- 
man ransacked the shop, finally 
cracking open a wooden closet to 
find a steel cash box. Three blows 
from the butt of the revolver and 
the box was split. Stacks of five 
pound notes spilled out. Gather- 
ing them up, Hoffman jammed 
them into his shirt. A moment 
later he slipped the front door bolt 
and vanished into the Johannes- 
burg night. 

It was an hour before a native 
policeman, trying the doors of the 
diamond shops, found Tarkoff 
slumped in his back office, babbling 
in the final agony of death. The 
officer leaned close to his ear. 

“Who do it, Effendi?” he ques- 
tioned. 

Blood seeped from between the 


Jew’s pale lips. “Kohler... Hoff- 
man... Sankuru Jungle. . .” he 
mumbled. The black leaned closer. 
Tarkoff coughed and a blob of red 


spattered on the floor. “Devil 
God!” ... he gasped as his split 
head lolled in death. 


NSPECTOR-GENERAL FOS- 

DICK of the British Sudan Pa- 
trol glared malevolently at the 
official communication he held in 
his hand. His long, gray mustaches 
danced fitfully on his upper lip. 

“Why in God’s name _ those 
blighters down there can’t attend 
to their own reeking messes is a 
mystery to me. My God and baked 
truffles! I’m sick of playing nurse- 
maid to the damned South African 
office !” 

Captain Roy Winston, second in 
command of the Sudan territory, 
smiled. “Hold on, Inspector,” he 
said, “or all of Khartum will hear 
you.” 

Fosdick’s cheeks puffed up. 
“Damn it, man, I jolly well wish 
they’d hear me up to Buckingham 
Palace and Ten Downing Street! 
Ainslee, the blithering fool, thinks 
it’s up to us to handle this case.” 
He pounded on the desk vehem- 
ently. “You'll have to take it, Win- 
ston, old man. The blighter’s name 
is Hoffman—Carl Hoffman—and 
he skipped with ten thousand 
pounds worth of diamonds and 
laid out two men in the act.” He 
tossed the communication over to 
Winston. “Here, damn it, read the 
blarsted thing yourself!” 

Roy Winston permitted the 
paper to flutter to the desk. His 
jaw set hard. “I’m being married 
tomorrow, Inspector,” he said 
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coldly. “You seem to forget that.” 

Fosdick eolored. “Blimey,-no, I 
haven’t forgotten it, old man, but 
duty’s duty and blarst it, someone 
has to go! I’m willing to shut my 
eyes to a little bit and let you take 
Joan along, but hang it all, man, 
you’ve just got to make this 
blarsted trip! Damn it, I’ll not 
stand for any more of this shifting 
responsibility business from Ains- 
lee, but the Foreign Office must 
have notification of this communi- 
cation by now and we can’t let ’em 
down. Take Willoughby and Fitz- 
roy with you. You can pick native 
guides up at Stanley Falls. The 


~ bloomin’ Hoffman blighter, if he’s 


down there, will probably give him- 
self up at the first sniff of gun- 
powder.” He came around the 
desk and twined a comradely arm 
about his assistant’s shoulders. 
“Tt’ll be sort of a honeymoon trip 
for you and Joan, eh wot?” 


Roy Winston’s lips narrowed. 
“Yes, sort of,” he muttered. 


66P}0 YOU think it’s absolutely 

wise to take Joan into the 
Congo, Roy?’ Major Barrett, 
Joan’s father, queried that night. 
“That heathenish country is no 
place for a woman, is it?” 


Joan Barrett, her bright blue 
eyes alive with excitement, laughed 
musically. 


“T’m not just an ordinary wom- 
an, Dad. I’ve spent a fortnight in 
and about your dirty salt mines 
and if they’re not worse than the 
Congo, I don’t know what is!” 


“I’m taking two men with me, 
Sir,” Roy added. 
loughby and Private Fitzroy. 


“Sergeant Wil-— 


There won’t be any discomfort, I 
can assure you, sir.” 

Major Barrett shrugged his 
capable shoulders. “So be it,” he 
replied. “I can see you’re quite 
different from you mother, Joan. 
A tram ride through Piccadilly 
was harrowing to her.” He paused 
at the foot of the stairs prepara- 
tory to going up for the night. 
“But, mind you, young man, be 
on time for the ceremony tomor- 
row because it cost me a mint of 
money to get a civilized clergyman 
down from Cairo. Two o’clock, 
promptly !” 

Alone, Roy led Joan to the large 
overstuffed couch. She cradled the 
blonde softness of her head on 
his shoulder and cuddled close as 
he slipped one arm about the hour- 
glass slimness of her waist. 

Roy’s lips brushed her hair, 
drinking in the subtle perfume of 
it. It was like spun silk, delicately 
scented. 

“Are on sure you want to go, 
Joan?” he whispered. 

Her eyes met his with the bright- 
ness of winter stars. “Of course I 
do, darling. I think it will be di- 
vinely thrilling. I’ll probably be 
the first woman to honeymoon in 
the Congo!” She laughed with the 
melodic resonance of tiny silver 
bells, twisting her body so that the 
fullness of her bosom pressed hard 
against his chest. “It doesn’t mat- 
ter where we go or where we are,” 
she murmured. “I love you!” 

The young British officer’s lips 
swooped down to cover the poppy- 
bud dampness of Joan’s mouth. 

“Tomorrow ... tomorrow . 
this will be all mine .. . forever,” 
he was thinking. 

(Continued on page oUF 
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T HE jitney from Twin Rivers 
had three passengers that 
afternoon. One was Mrs. 
Larrabee, the second was Alex 
King, a traveling man from Du- 
Iuth, and the third was a tall, 
light-haired stranger who didn’t 
open his mouth from the time the 
jitney left Twin River until it 
pulled up in front of the Seneca 
Hotel in Mooseville. 

“Last stop,” Matty Owen, the 
jitney driver, sang out. 

The stranger waited until Mrs. 
Larrabee and Alex King left the 
rickety Ford bus. Then he unlim- 
bered himself, reached for the 
banged-up yellow satchel on the 
rack, walked up to front. He was 
a big man—better than six feet— 
with powerful shoulders that 
sloped into muscular upper arms. 

“How long do I wait for the bus 
to Fort Nelson? Was that two 
hours you said?” 

Matty nodded. “ Bout that.” 

He hitched up his dark brown 
corduroy trousers. “Where do I 
get a drink in town?” : 

“Most any place. Chet Davis 
serves up good liquor in the hotel 
or there’s the Silver Dollar down 
the street. It’s cheaper.” 

“Thanks.” He stepped out of 
the jitney, got up on the sidewalk. 
Matty watched him, He looked 
7 = 


PHILLIPS 


into the hotel, peered down at his 
dusty shoes. Then he swung along 
the street toward the Silver Dol- 
lar. 

It was too early in the day for 
the Silver Dollar. Along about — 
seven when the hunkies came in 
from the lumber camps, things 
would begin to hum. Now the me- 
chanical piano was quiet and most 


_ of the chairs were up on the tables. 


The tow-headed stranger saun- 
tered up to the bar, set his bag 
down. 


(oss PETE grunted as he 

got up from the chair behind 
the bar. An ex-pug who had come 
up to the lumber camps to pick up 
a little spare change in the weekly 
fights, he had landed behind the 
Silver Dollar bar, but not before 


_his face was bashed until it looked 


like asmear, He eyed the stranger 


_out of squinting pig eyes. 


“Wot'll it be?” 

“Rye.” 

“Ten cents or two bits?” 

A smile played about the stran- 
ger’s lips. “What’s the differ- 
ence?” 

“Plenty. The two bits rye is 
bonded stuff.” 

“T'll take it.” 

Gorilla Pete poured out a drink. 
The stranger downed it. His hand 


It was safer to leave town, with more than one man 

ready to spill his blood. But the one good reason for 

his staying to fight it out was a girl. He couldn’t know 

that his stubbornness would risk her life as well as 
his own 






Whitey ducked the slash- 
ing blade and came up with 
his fist, 
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went into his pocket, came out 
with some silver. He dropped a 
dime on the counter. 

“You asked for the two bit rye,” 
Gorilla Pete said. He leaned over 
the bar, shoulders hunched. 

“T asked for it, all right, but I 
didn’t get it.” 

Gorilla Pete’s cauliflower ears 
twitched. “Don’t pull none of that 
stuff on me, buddy! Pony up fif- 
teen cents or ’I]l—” 

Again the smile—just a hint of 
it. “Or you'll what?” 

Gorilla Pete didn’t answer. He 
kicked the chair out of his way, 
started around the bar. His fists 
were clenched when he came out 
into the open. His long arms 
swung menacingly like those of 
the animal whose name he bore. 

“Get that dough up,” he warned. 

The stranger made no move. He 
leaned against the bar, completely 
relaxed. Only the pupils of his 
gray eyes displayed emotion. They 
were steel hard. 

“T don’t pay for what I don’t 
get,” he said quietly. 

Gorilla Pete lunged. All the 
weight of his thick, muscle-bound 
body was behind the slugging fist. 
The punch, if it had landed, would 
have felled a horse. But it didn’t 
land. The stranger side-stepped 
gracefully, clipped Gorilla Pete on 
the side of the head as he went by. 
It was just a short blow but it 
knocked the ex-pug against the 
bar, stunned him momentarily. 

“Better lay off, mister,” the 
stranger said. He held up both 
fists. “These are rat poison.” _ 

Gorilla Pete came up from a 
crouch, growling. He feinted, 
crossed with his left, shot his right 
to the stranger’s jaw. It wasn’t 


there when the fist arrived. In- 
stead, he caught a_pile-driver 
punch, on his own glass chin, a 
punch that smashed his lip up 
against his teeth, drew blood. 

It was enough for Gorilla Pete. 
He dropped to his knees, glassy- 
eyed. Nobody had ever hit him 
that hard. He could feel it in his 
toes. 

The stranger rubbed his knuck- 
les into his palm. “Try playing on 
the level, mister,” he said. “It’s 
good medicine.” He reached for 
his bag, shot erect as a piercing 
scream sounded from the floor 
above the saloon. The ceiling 
shook as though a body had fallen. 
Bits of plaster dropped to the bar. 
Again the seream knifed out, 
shrill and high-pitched. 

The stranger spun around, 
headed for an open door at the 
rear of the saloon. He took the 
narrow steps three at a time, 
reached a dim-lit hall. 

“Stop!” a girl’s voice shrieked. 
“Stop!” 


(THe stranger picked one of the 

doors running along the hall, 
kicked it open. A half-naked eirl 
was down on the floor. Blood from 
a slashed lip had spattered over 
her face. A livid streak crossed 
one of her thighs. Standing over 
her, a black, oiled pack strap 
swinging from his upraised hand, 
was Big Mike, owner of the Silver 
Dollar. He ripped out a vile curse, 
lashed the strap aeross the girl’s 
shrinking flesh. 

A split second later the stranger 
jerked him back off his feet, 
smashed him against the wall. Big 
Mike was stunned. He gaped at 
the intruder, 
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“That alla you got to do, mis- 
ter?” the stranger queried. 

The sound of his voice brought 
Big Mike out of his stupor. His 
dark face twisted in a murderous 
snarl. He lashed out with the oil- 
soaked belt. The stranger ducked 
but the heavy leather caught him 
across one shoulder, drove hot 
daggers of pain through his body. 
He dropped to one knee, clutched 
his left arm, almost paralyzed 
from the strap blow. ; 

Big Mike roared, came at him 
like a bull. He didn’t see the fist 
thunderbolting up, Big Mike 
didn’t. But he felt it, buried to the 
wrist in his stomach. He doubled 
up, howling, fell to the floor. 

The stranger stood erect, looked 
at the girl. She was cowering in a 
corner, the torn strip of a silk 
nightgown across her; her whole 
body was trembling. Matted 
-blonde hair fell across her eyes. 

He leaned over, picked up the 
strap Big Mike had dropped. The 


saloon owner was writhing on the ° 


floor, both hands pressed against 
his solar plexus, groaning in pain. 

“You’d, better go,” the girl 
gasped. “He’ll kill you.” 

The stranger smiled, hooked his 
fingers in the back of Big Mike’s 
shirt, dragged him to the door, 
along the hall, down the steps, 
through the saloon and out into 
the dusty road. 

He raised the strap, whipped it 
across Big Mike’s flanks. The sa- 
loon keeper howled, Again and 
again the strap fell. Big Mike’s 
screaming drew people from the 
hotel, from the stores along the 
street. They formed a ring about 
the stranger and his yowling vic- 
tim. Finally the punishment was 


at an end. Big Mike was lying face 
down in the dust. His shirt had 
been torn to shreds. There was 
blood on his sweaty back. 


[HE stranger walked back to 

the Silver Dollar, came out 
carrying his bag. In the meantime 
a gray touring car had driven up 
to the curb. There was a girl be- 
hind the wheel and a middle-aged 
man seated beside her. He stepped 
out, tapped the stranger’s shoul- 
der. 

“My name is Bradley Corbin, 
sir. Do you know what you’ve 
done?” 

“Sure. Just gave a bully a taste 
of his own leather.” 

“Yes, I saw that, but do you 
know who that man is?” He point- 
ed to the knot of people clustered 
about Big Mike. 

“No, and I don’t care.” 

Bradley Corbin gulped. “You’d 
better let me get you out of town. 
That man you whipped is danger- 
ous. He’s a killer.” 

“Women beaters 
good killers.” 

“But—but he’ll shoot you in the 
back! I have my car here. Won’t 
you let me drive you to where 
you’re going.” 

The stranger smiled. “Thanks, 
but it’s a long way. I’m heading 
for Hudson Bay—Fort Nelson.” 

“Well, the bus doesn’t leave un- 
til five. I’d like to have a chat with 
you, Mr.—er—” 

“Whitey Clarke.” 

“Won’t you come to the house, 
Mr. Clarke? We can have a cool 
drink and chat.” 

Whitey glanced toward the ear. 
The girl behind the wheel smiled 
at him. It was an infectious smile, 


don’t make 
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The corners of her strawberry 
mouth turned up and her eyes 
sparkled. She pushed a strand of 
brown hair away from her cheek. 

“All right,” Whitey said. 

The bus to Fort Nelson left at 
five o’clock but Whitey Clarke 
wasn’t on it. He was sitting on the 
porch of the Corbin house sipping 
a cool gin fizz and listening to the 
mill owner and stealing glances at 
Viola Corbin, his daughter. 

There’s nothing on the Bay, 
Clarke,” Corbin said. “There won’t 
be anything until the Fall and even 
then jobs are scarce. Why don’t 
you stay on? We need a man like 
you in Mooseville.” 

Whitey looked at Viola Corbin. 
He could see the surge of promi- 
nent breasts under the bodice of 
her seersucker dress. His eyes 
moved up the white column of her 
throat. 

“Dorsey Brown needs a deputy,” 
the mill owner said. “He’s the 
sheriff. I'l get him down here this 
evening. 
about how you handled Big Mike. 
He’ll be glad to take you on. As 
for living quarters, why, I’ve got 
a bungalow down the road. We 
might fix it up temporarily any- 
way.” 


THY hesitated. He wasn’t 
thinking of Big Mike or his 
crew of hunkies and murderous 
Canucks. During the last three 
years he had been in some pretty 
tight places and always managed 
to squeeze out. He was thinking 
of the girl seated opposite him, her 
slim, white hands, resting in her 
lap, her firm young breasts swell- 
ing with each breath she took. 
-He’d seen a lot of women from the 


No doubt he’s heard: 


Mexican border on up. But none 
of them had ever made his pulses 
pound the way just looking at Vio- 
la Corbin did. She was different 
from the rest. Her eyes were clean 
and bright. 

“T don’t often pitch camp in one 
place for long,” he said. “I kind 
of need to keep moving.” 

“You'll be kept moving around 
here, all right. Big Mike won’t 
forget that public whipping!” 
Bradley Corbin shrugged. “Of 
course, it might be wiser for you 
to get out of town as fast as you 
ean.” 

Whitey set his glass down. The 


-museles of his jaw tightened. “I’ll 


stay on,” he said. 

“T knew you would! I'll call the 
sheriff and have him come right 
over.” ; 

There was a long minute of si- 
lence after the mill owner stepped 
into the house. Whitey fingered 
the frosted fizz glass, shuffled his 
feet awkwardly. 

Viola broke the silence. “I’m 
glad you’re staying,” she said. 

Whitey looked up. His eyes met 
hers. He felt warm all over and 
the tips of his fingers tingled. 
“Thanks,” he mumbled. 

The sheriff looked Whitey over 
as he came up on the porch. He 
was a tall, gangling individual 
with sharp gray eyes under shag- 
gy brows. 

“Heard about your fracas in 
town today,” he said. “You ain’t 
the most popular person around 
these parts.” 

“Mr, Clarke has consented to act 
as your deputy, Dorsey,” Bradley 
Corbin said. 

“Who’s payin’ his salary?” 

eT am.” 


6h 
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The sheriff pushed his hat back. 
“They'll be gunnin’ for you, 
Clarke.” 

Whitey smiled. “Rats don’t 
come gunning. They come creep- 
ing.” 

Dorsey Brown shrugged. “Just 
so you know what you’re headin’ 
into I guess it’s all right. Dll see 


A gun jammed into his ribs. 
A sneering voice said: “So 
you were a sucker for a 3 
woman, huh?” . 


that you get a badge and a gun.” 

When his Ford pulled away 
from the front of the house, 
Whitey turned to Bradley Corbin. 
“How come you’re footing the bill, 
Mr. Corbin?” 
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“It will be worth every penny, 
Whitey. You see, Dorsey Brown 
has been sheriff for two years. 
During that time Mooseville has 
gone to the dogs. A decent woman 
isn’t safe on the streets after dark. 
Big Mike and his crew of mur- 
derers practically own the town. 
Not a week goes by that some- 
thing doesn’t happen. Hither a 
logger is found dead in the river 
or a girl is assaulted. Dorsey 
means well enough but he can’t 
keep them under his thumb. He’s 
too easy.” 

Whitey spent the night at the 
Corbin house. The following day 
the bungalow up the road was put 
in order. He moved in with his 
worn satchel and Ma Crimmer, a 
cook and housekeeper Mr. Corbin 
got for him. Late in the afternoon 
Viola rode over to see how things 
were. Whitey was down on his 
knees mopping and scrubbing the 
kitchen floor. He blushed under 
his tan, wiped the palms of his 
hands on his trousers. 

Viola’s eyes twinkled. “Is that 
the customary position for a depu- 
ty sheriff to assume?” 

Whitey avoided her eyes. “The 
lady your dad sent over don’t look 
none too strong,” he said. 
“Thought I’d kind of give her a 
hand.” 

She dropped her gloved fingers 
on Whitey’s arm. “You’re pre- 
cious,” she whispered. Whitey’s 
blood pounded in his veins. 


He WORRIED about Viola Cor- 
bin for a few days—and 
nights. It wouldn’t do to get tan- 
gled up with her. She wasn’t the 
kind of woman he was used to. 
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That blonde girl at the Silver Dol- 
lar was more his speéd. 

On the morning of his fourth 
day in Mooseville, Whitey walked 
into the sheriff’s office to find Big 
Mike there. Dorsey Brown intro- 
duced them. Mike shook Whitey’s 
hand vigorously. 

“Thought I’d step in an’ kind 
of smooth things over, Clarke. No 
sense havin’ hard feelings, is 
there?” : 

Whitey didn’t like the. smirk on 
the saloon keeper’s face. It was 
like a Mardi Gras mask. “Not un- 
less you make them,” he replied. 

Dorsey Brown rose from his 
desk. “I got an attachment to 
serve over to Mercersburg, 
Clarke. Be back in an hour.” 

Big Mike sat up on the desk, 
waited until the sheriff had gone. 
He fingered the huge yellow dia- 
mond in his stiekpin. 

“You’re a nice young feller, 
Clarke,” he said. “Be too bad if 
somethin’ happened to you.” He 
grinned. “Of course, that ain’t 
likely just as long as you mind 
your own business. I don’t hold 
nothin’ against you for that little 
to-do the other afternoon. Maybe 
T shouldn’t have took the strap to 
the girl. But, damn it, she was 
robbin’ me. Collectin’ money from 
the loggers an’ holdin’ out.” 

Big Mike stuck his hand into 
his pocket, brought out a green- 
back folded into a square. He 
placed it on the desk. It was a 
hundred dollar bill. 

“Buy yourself some drinks, 
Clarke,” he said. 

Whitey pointed to the bill. “Pick 
that up, rat, and get the hell out 
of here!’’ 
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Big Mike spluttered. “Listen 
here, Clarke—’’ 

“Pick it up!’’ Whitey warned. 
His voiee was brittle. 

The saloon keeper reached for 
the bill. His face was gray-white, 
“You'll be sorry for this, Clarke. 
You can’t—’’ : 

Whitey nodded to the door. “Get 
out!’? Big Mike went. 


- WAS ten o’clock that night. 

Whitey was alone in the sher- 
iff’s office. He could hear the 
tinny jangling of the mechanical 
piano in the Silver Dollar across 
the street. A  stoop-shouldered 
man peered through the office 
door, stepped inside. He shuffled 
up to the desk. In an almost un- 


intelligible Canuck jargon he ex-. 


plained that his daughter, Cecile, 
was in the Silver Dollar drinking 
and carryng on with the men from 
the logging camps. Twice he had 
been thrown out when he went in 
for her. She was only a child and 
he did not want her in such a 
place. 

Whitey rose. “Wait here,” he 
said. He crossed the road, walked 
into the Silver Dollar. Gorilla 
Pete, behind the bar, dropped a 
glass when he saw him, but the 
crash was lost in all the noise. 
Two or three couples were dane- 
ing in the rear. A dozen unshaven 
loggers were lined up’at the bar. 
Others drank at the tables. In one 
corner a bull-necked hunkie was 
mouthing the blonde girl Whitey 
had seen in that upstairs room. 
His big, thick-fingered hands 
pawed callously over her white 
skin. His eyes licked greedily at 
the heavy bosom under the sil- 
vered material. 


Whitey approached the bar, mo- 
tioned to Pete. “Where’s Big 
Mike?” 

“Upstairs.” 

“Get him down. I want to see 
him.” 

Whitey knew all eyes were on 
him while he waited. A strange, 
foreboding silence fell over the 
saloon. Only the jangling piano 
broke it. Whitey’s hand slid to 
his hip, moved-around to his back 
pocket. He felt the cold butt of 
his gun. 

Big Mike came out of the door 
leading to the fioor above. The 
diamond on his hand sparkled as 
he rubbed the moist palms to- 
gether. 

“What’s up, Clarke?” 

“You’ve got a Canuck girl here, 
haven’t you?” 

Big Mike grinned. “You can’t 
never tell. Maybe I got five of 
em.” 

“This one’s named Cecile.” 

“What about her?” 

“Send her home.” 

“An’ supposin’ she won’t go 
home? Supposin’ she likes it 
here?” 

“You heard what I said.” 

Big Mike shrugged. “Talk to 
her. What the hell do I care? One 
dame more or less don’t mean 
nothin’ to me. She’s upstairs 
drinkin’ with a logger.” 

Whitey followed him up the 
stairway. Big Mike opened a door, 
looked in. “Someone to see you, 
baby.” He nodded to Whitey. “Go 
ahead, Clarke.” ‘ 


HITEY entered the room. 
Seated on the chair was a 
thick-headed Swede logger. A girl 
was sitting on his lap. Her dress 
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had been pushed off her shoul- 
ders. Long, black hair fell about 
her shoulders, 

“Your father’s waiting for you, 
kid,” Whitey said. 

The girl’s too-red lips parted. 
She laughed raucously. “Tell him 
to go home to his pigs!’’ The 
Swede guffawed. 

“Swell chance you got, Clarke,” 
Big Mike said. 

Whitey motioned to the Swede. 
“Get out!’’ : 

The man shot to his feet push- 
ing the girl aside. He was inches 
taller than Whitey and he had 
great, hulking shoulders. “Who 
say I get out?” he snarled. 

“You heard me. Get out!’’ 

Whitey saw the punch coming. 
He took it on his upraised arm, 
crossed a right to the Swede’s 
jaw. The blow landed but there 
wasn’t enough behind it to do 
much damage. The logger tossed 
it off, came in slashing wildly. 
Whitey looped one into the 
Swede’s stomach. The man 
grunted, fell back, sucked air into 
his lungs. Whitey set himself. He 
knew the way men fought in this 
part of the country. The Swede 
would rush him, try to smash him 
down under a hail of flying fists. 

He figured it right. The Swede 
lunged like a bull. Whitey’s hips 
slipped to the right. He threw his 
body behind a fistful of dynamite, 
felt the impact of his knuckles 
against hard bone. The Swede 
spun like a top, went down. He 
was out cold. Whitey turned to 
the girl. 

“Come on!’’ he snapped. 

“Not so fast, Clarke!’’ Big Mike 
muttered. 

Whitey wheeled, There was a 


big, blue-steel 44 in the saloon 
keeper’s hand. His forefinger 
worked on the trigger. 

“Reach for the ceiling and turn 
around!’’ Big Mike’s lips curled 
in a sneer. “So you were dumb 
enough to fall for a phony steer. 
Too bad Sven didn’t stretch you 
out and save me the trouble. Get 
’em up!”’ 

Whitey raised his arms. “I 
might have expected this from a 
rat like you.” 

“Shut up! Turn around!’’ 

Whitey turned slowly. He was 
facing the girl. He thought of 
Viola. There wouldn’t be much 
to worry about now. They had 
him where they wanted him. He 
would probably be floating face 
down in the river by morning. 

Big Mike’s 44 jammed into his 
back. His own gun was jerked out 
of his pocket. Whitey knew he had 
one chance in a million. He took 
it. His arms flew back over his 
head. His locked hands caught 
Big Mike at the base of the skull. 
Every last ounce of strength in 
his muscular body went behind 
the jerk that catapulted the saloon 
keeper over his hunched shoul- 
ders, sent him crashing headlong 
into the wall. The gun in Big 
Mike’s hand roared but the bullet 
went wild. 

Whitey leaped on the killer like 
a cat, smashing his fist into Big 
Mike’s ugly face. He didn’t see 
the girl slide to the floor and re- 
trieve his own gun Big Mike had 
dropped: All he saw were bril- 
liant flashes of red and green light 
when the butt conked down on his 
head. He tried to struggle to his 
feet but his legs were made of soft 
putty. The dazzling lights went 


Acre of Blood 





out and the darkness was stygian. 


VEN before he cracked his 

heavy, leaden eyelids Whitey 
knew he was no longer in the Sil- 
ver Dollar room. He could hear 
the whine of the wind and the 
rattle of loose windows. He tried 
to move, found that his arms and 
legs were bound. He opened his 
eyes. Big Mike leered down at 
him. 


His hand flew to his holster-— 
and the bullet ripped through 
his skull. 
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“Took a dame to lay you out, 
didn’t it, wise guy?’’ he sneered. 
— There were two other men in 
the room—Gorilla Pete and a 
shmy, shifty-eyed French Cana- 
dian named DuBois. Whitey 
looked around. He was stretched 
out on the floor of a logging hut. 
“Finish him an’ let’s get the hell 
out of here,” DuBois muttered. 
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Big Mike licked his swollen low- 
er lip. It was a memento of 
Whitey’s smashing fist. “Nothin’ 
doin’! He’s dyin’ slow. String 
him up!”’ 

Gorilla Pete and DuBois laid 
heavy hands on Whitey, lifted him 
from the floor. A rope was passed 
under his arms, slip-knotted be- 
tween his shoulder blades, the end 
tossed over a rough-hewn beam 
that ran the length of the hut. In 
a moment Whitey was strung up, 
his feet dangling six inches from 
the floor, the rope cutting cruelly 
into his arm-pits. 

Gorilla Pete smacked his shape- 
less lips. “How do yuh like it, 
Rat Poison?” The palm of his 
hand whipped across Whitey’s 
face, spinning him around like a 
top and leaving the livid marks 
of four fingers on his cheek. 

“Can it, Gorilla!’’ Big Mike 
growled. He wanted all the pleas- 
ure for himself. The oiled strap 
he had used to whip the blonde 
girl uncoiled from his hand like a 
black snake. But this time he 
gripped it by the narrow end, let- 
ting the brass buckle swing clear. 


Whitey knew what was coming. 
He gritted his teeth, waited for 
the first blow. There was a warn- 
ing hiss. Whitey’s body arched as 
the buckle bit into his back, slash- 
ing through his shirt and ripping 
away skin and flesh. Again and 
again the strap lashed out. Now 
across his stomach, now his thighs. 
Hach time it fell, Big Mike 
grunted with the exertion. Blood 
dripped from the open gashes, 
spattered to the floor. 

Gorilla Pete’s pig eyes glowed 
with fiendish hate as he watched 
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the ghastly punishment. Finally 
he could stand it no longer. 

“Gimme the strap!’ he 
screamed. 

Big Mike offered the blood- 
stained leather. The ex-pug set 
himself on bowed legs, sent the 
strap screaming across Whitey’s 
chest. Only the ropes that bound 
Whitey saved him from being 
opened to the ribs by the brass 
buckle. As it was, the pain tied 
his nerves into excruciating knots, 
squeezed sweat out of his pores. 
And yet, not a sound escaped his 
tight drawn lips. Gradually the 
physical agony became its own 
numbing opiate. He could feel the 
strap blows, but only dully. His 
chin dropped to his bloody chest. 
Soon it would be over. Soon his 
tortured body would give up fight- 
ing off the hell of suffering. Soon 
= S000... 8O0N.. 5 

Faintly, he heard Big Mike’s 
voice “Lay off, Gorilla. He’ll be 
dead by morning.” 


Peet tramped across the floor. 
The door swung open on rusty 
hinges. A cool blast of air chilled 
the sweat on Whitey’s face. The 
door slammed shut and he was 
alone—helplessly alone. 

“Dead by morning!’’ Big Mike’s 
parting words rang in his ears. 
He would be dead before morning. 
Blood was still seeping from the 
jagged rips in his flesh. His legs 
were throbbing madly and his up- 
per torso was cold. It was an 
effort to raise his head and open 
his eyes. One of Gorilla Pete’s in- 
sane slashes had caught him 
across the forehead. Each move- 
ment of a face muscle was like a 
knife stabbing through his brain. 
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Escape from this demon’s death 
trap was out of the question. Time 
had no meaning. Outside the hut 
the wind whistled through the 
thick spruce. Once Whitey twisted 
around, looked up to see whether 
the rope by which he was sus- 
pended might be rubbed through 
on the beam. The braided hemp 
was too thick. He dropped his 
chin on his chest, closed his eyes. 

The sound of the door opening 


~ anda rush of cold air aroused him 


from the coma into which he had 
been gradually slipping. Through 
a gray haze he saw someone fum- 


bling with the rope end that had ° 


been tied to a floor plank. He felt 
it give. The beam above him 
creaked. His feet touched the floor 
and he toppled over. 

Slim, white fingers wielded the 
knife that cut his bonds away. 
White fingers that soon were wet 
with blood. 

“They beat you!’’ a feminine 
voice gasped. 

The haze cleared. For a mo- 
ment Whitey couldn’t believe his 
eyes. The girl kneeling beside him 
was the blonde he had caught Big 
Mike whipping at the Silver Dol- 
lar! 

“T heard them planning it!’’ she 
panted. “Big Mike and DuBois. I 
didn’t see you come into the sa- 
loon or I would have warned you.” 
She rushed outside, came back 
with a bucket of water. “You’re 
hurt bad.” 

Whitey managed to sit up. The 
pain of his wounds was nothing 
now. “You shouldn’t have done 
this,” he said. “They’ll find out.” 

She patted cool water on the 
deep gashes. “You stopped him 
from beating me.” 


It was strange how different she 
looked now. Her lips were still 
heavily coated with rouge and her 
eyes were belladonna bright, but 
some of the cheapness of her was 
gone. | 

“You’d better leave town to- 
night, mister,” she said. 

Whitey looked down at her. “T’ll 
leave,” he said. “But not until 
those rats are swimming in their 
own blood!?’ 

It was a long four miles from 
the logging hut to the wooden 
bridge over the Winisk River. 
There, Whitey and the girl parted. 
Ma Crimmer was asleep when he 
reached the bungalow. He eased 
his aching body into bed. There 
was one thing troubling him. Why, 
instead of risking her life coming 
to the logging hut, hadn’t the girl 
notified the sheriff? 


GUN streaming into the window 

awakened him. Every muscle 
in his body was agonizingly 
drawn. The wounds inflicted by 
the strap buckle throbbed pain- 
fully. Whitey dressed. As he 
stepped out of his room, the sher- 
iff’s ear drew up in a cloud of 
dust. Viola Corbin jumped out 
of the front seat, ran toward.the 
bungalow. 

Whitey met her at the door. Her 
face turned pale when she looked 
at him, saw the gash across his 
forehead. She flew into his arms, 
pressed the soft warmth of her 
body close. 

“Whitey! Are you all right?” 

The suddenness of the embrace 
left Whitey speechless. Viola was 
wearing a light cotton blouse. Her 
firm breasts were crushed madly 
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His best friend had disappeared, and in carrying on the search 

he found that all the glamour and mystery of Old Mexico 

doesn’t belong to the native women. It took an American girl 
to show him dangerous adventure 


ONKY tonk music. Mazdas 
subdued to a yellow murky 
glow by swirling smoke. 

Swarthy Mexican waiters, a doz- 
en girls in evening dress, and a 
handful of pimps, cutthroats, and 
riffraff hanging around to give the 
place an aristocratic tone: that’s 
El Palacio Real, a hundred yards 
south of the Mexican Border. 

“Royal Palace, hell!’’ grumbled 
Dan Cragston, leaning back 
against the upholstery of his 
booth and pouring a hooker of 
rum, “It’s just another knocking 
shop run by a monkey in purple 
pants!”’ 

He shot a trenchant glance at 
the tall, handsome Mexican who 
lounged in a booth near the end 
of the bar: Carlos Mendoza, the 
king of San Luisito dives, re- 
splendent in gold brocaded vest 
and purple velvet _ trousers 
weighted with huge silver buttons 
the size of pesos. 

“Tf I could make that greasy 
Handsome Harry talk, I’d know 
what happened to Jim.” He spat 
on the floor, watched Mendoza 
twist his waxed black moustache 
and eye the cigarette girl who 
passed from table to table, then 
added, “The puta- 
nero!’ 

Cragston’s face was what his 
name suggested: craggy, rugged, 
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and squarish like his broad shoul- 
ders. The usual good humored 
twinkle of his blue eyes and the 
amiable grin of his broad mouth 
were in cold storage. Cragston 
had not come to San Luisito for 
pleasure. He was looking for some 
trace of Jim Gregory, an old 
friend who had disappeared like 
a puff of smoke. The trail ended 
in this filthy border town. 

Cragston did not know that 
Gregory was dead; but it all 
pointed that way. 

He eyed the girls circulating 
from table to table, hustling 
drinks. They knew all about San 
Luisito, all the undereurrents and 
gossip. 

“These muchachas ’ll talk. Get 
’em drunk enough and treat ’em 
nice.”’ 

His glance shifted like swords 
in swift play. The cigarette girl 
was at once eliminated. She was 
all American, with soft chestnut 
hair and blue eyes that would be 
friendly if she were not so re- 
served. She was built like the girls. 
you begin dreaming about after 
you’ve battled jungles and deserts 
for blistering, weary months. 
Cragston knew she was selling 
nothing but cigarettes. She would 
know nothing about the sinister, 
inside dirt that circulated in the 
’dobe shacks clustered about Hl 
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A hail of knives flew around 
them suddenly. He _ shouted: 
“Get out! Run! Pil hold them!” 


Ww 
Palacio Real. He wondered why 
she was in a dump like San Lui- 
sito. 


SLENDER, dark eyed Mexi- 
can girl with black hair 


A 





agleam with rhinestone combs 
emerged from an adjoining booth, 
abandoning the piker who was not 
buying enough drinks. She had 
tiny feet, her shapely breasts 
made her white satin evening 
gown blossom into alluring curves, 

and her hips were just right. 
“Have to take ’em all on, sooner 
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or later—might as well start with 
this one,’’ said Cragston to him- 
self. He grinned amiably, caught 
her by the hand and drew her into 
the booth. “Con’ est’ai, chiquita?” 

“*Sta ’ueno!l’’ Her lips were 
too red, but her smile was a string 
of matched pearls. “You buy me 
drink?” 

He bought her several—out of 
his own bottle. He wasn’t going 
to have her drink the diluted swill 
which the bartenders served the 
house girls so they ran up higher 
scores on the suckers. Antonia 
quickly decided that hustling 
drinks was stupid. 

“Come weeth me, beeg boy,” she 
murmured. She led the way to the 
side door, and toward a straggling 
line of ’dobe shacks. 

Antonia’s house had _ thick 
white-washed walls, a hard packed 
dirt floor, and a few pieces of 
Grand Rapids furniture. She 
struck light to a kerosene lamp, 
dug out a flask of tequila, and 
perched herself on the arm of 
Cragston’s chair. As she snuggled 
closer, the overpowering sweet- 
ness of Jasmin du Cachemire diz- 
zied him more than the rum he had 
drunk. Antonia ran caressing fin- 
gers through his sandy hair, mur- 
mured blood inflaming things 
in his ear—and unobtrusively 
slipped a slender hand to his in- 
side coat pocket to appraise the 
thickness of the wad of bills she 
had noticed when he paid for the 
last bottle of rum. 

Cragston perceived the gesture. 
In that state of mind, she was a 
dead loss as far as investigation 
was concerned. His arm closed 
about her until she gasped and in- 
stinctively abandoned her prob- 
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ing. As she slid from the arm of 
the chair to Cragston’s lap, the 
white satin skirt crept up over 
her knees, leaving her fine, shapely 
legs gleaming silkily in the mel- 
low lamplight. Cragston fiercely 
kissed her, and with one hand 
erushed a supple waist. She shiv- 
ered and yielded thirsty red lips. 

“That’s more like it,” was Crag- 
ston’s thought. “She’ll be okay, 
if she can get her mind offa bank 
rolls.” 

Antonia finally broke away. She 
realized that she had been im- 
pulsive. Cash was still in her mind. 

Cragston had to break her of 
avaricious notions, or she would 
not become confidential. Before 
she could tack back toward the 
wallet, his arm closed about her. 
She could not tell him to stop be- 
cause his kisses choked the words 
back. 


S° Cragston didn’t stop... until 

Antonia was clinging to him 
like a wet handkerchief on a win- 
dow pane. Finally he had to catch 
his breath for a fresh start. 

“What do you say, carissima?” 
he whispered in her ear. 

“Oh... don’t! My lover is terri- 
bly jealous—oh, if Miguel came in 
now—”’ 

Cragston did not know whether 
that was bona fide, or whether it 
was a play for bigger payoff. 
Neither did Cragston care. He 
crushed her to him passionately, 
pressing burning kisses on her 
face, shoulders, throat. 

“he kill me!’’ she protested. 
But she liked it. 

“You'll die happy,” countered 
Cragston, his heart now very 
much in his work. But he heard a 
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faint rustling and scratching as of 
some rodent furtively gnawing. 
The sound was not alarming, but 
it startled him. He turned. The 
back door was slightly ajar. Sky 
glow outlined a figure huddled on 
the threshold. 

Cragston lunged. The door 
crashed open. Cragston booted 
the prowler, stumbled over him, 
and landed headlong in the sand. 
A curse—a guttural exclamation 
—and before Cragston could re- 
cover, the stumbling block was on 
him. A knife gleamed. Cragston 
swept the armed hand aside. His 
fist popped home like a pistol shot. 
He shook his limp opponent aside 
and scrambled to his knees. Two 
others closed in. 


fro’ a moment it was deadly. 

Cragston felt the sting of cold 
steel, ducked a hurled knife, side 
stepped, and ploughed in, his fists 
driving like sledge hammers. Then 
it became too close for knives. 
Grunts, groans, thudding impacts 
—one man catapulted into the 
darkness, out cold before he left 
the ground. The other closed in, 
seeing a chance for his Ikmife. 
Cragston whirled, tripped over 
the first prowler. But before the 
survivor could drive home, Crag- 
ston rolled to his back, jackknifed 
and kicked him in the stomach. 

The deck was clear. Then Crag- 
ston realized that Antonia was be- 
side him, amazed and incoherent. 

“Get a light!’’ 

She brought the lamp. 

“Didn’t I told you! Kes Miguel 
—he ees so jealous.” 

“So I notice,” grinned Crag- 
ston, indicating the hooked wire 
with which Miguel had been trying 
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to draw his coat from the floor, 
where he had dropped it. “You two 
work that nicely, don’t you?” 

Antonia looked embarrassed. 

“T forgot to tell heem you were 
muy sompatico, that you would not 
be robbed. That peeg. That ca- 
brén!’’ 

She looked as if she meant it. 
Miguel was stirring and groaning. 
But what caught Cragston’s eye 
was a Silver cigar lighter lying 
near the doorway. Three initials 
in black enamel were worked into 
a cipher in the corner. 

His fists clenched, but his tone 
was casual as he picked it up and 
asked, “Who’s this belong to?” 

“Oh, that’s Miguel’s,” said An- 
tonia, relieved at changing the 
subject. © 

“Which one of these saddle col- 
ored —— s is Miguel?” he 
wondered. She pointed him out. 
“Get some tequila.” 

She left him standing in the 
moonlight, staring with hard, 
frosty eyes at the initials, 
“J.H.G.” No doubt about it; that 
was the cigar lighter he had sent - 
Jim Gregory the last Christmas. 

Cragston jerked Miguel to his 
feet, poured some tequila down 
his throat. Miguel coughed, 
blinked, and looked foolish. 

“You greasy ——, where’d you 
get this cigar lighter?” 
Miguel was happy to talk about 
cigar lighters. He had expected 

to be torn to pieces by hand. 

“T steel heem from the cigarette 
girl. That Gringo weeth the what 
you call eet—chestnuts hair.” 

And then Antonia turned to 
Miguel. Her voice rose to an ear 
piercing shriek, “What do you 
mean, trying to make heem be- 
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lieve I told you to go through his 
pockets?” 

Cragston wondered at the out- 
‘burst until he caught the look in 
Antonia’s eyes, once the object. of 
her wrath had slunk out of sight. 

“To theenk that that cabrén was 
my lover, w’en I love those cave 
man, ...” She sighed, caught his 
hand. 

Cragston, however, was wonder- 
ing how the cigarette girl had got- 
ten hold of Gregory’s cigar 
lighter. He was eager to follow it 
up; but he couldn’t very well leave 
‘Antonia. And the cigarette girl 
wouldn’t evaporate. ... 


NTONTIA’S profane dismissal 

of Miguel plainly declared 
that she had taken a new lover. 
Cragston, however, had made the 
most of the situation. By dint of 
cursing Miguel, he had caught An- 
tonia off guard and learned a few 
things about the cigarette girl. 

He knew which was her cabin. 
He knew that she sold nothing but 
cigarettes, and that she wouldn’t 
play a-tall with anyone. In short, 
Antonia described her as a mys- 
terious though utterly inconse- 
quential person called Bernice... 
He would learn more about Ber- 
nice. 

El Palacio Real was silent and 
dark. San Luisito slept, and the 
desert night was fairly clean. 

Cragston tapped at the door of 
Bernice’s *dobe, - 

“Who is it?” wondered a wary, 
but pleasant feminine voice. 

Cragston told her his name and 
convinced her that his business 
was on the up and up. 

The door opened. Bernice eyed 
him for a moment, then laid aside 


her automatic pistol. Her qualms 
vanished at first sight of him. 
Cragston wondered if she was as 
unapproachable as he had heard. 

She still wore the cigarette 
girl’s severely simple black cos- 
tume, but it could not disguise en- 
chanting curves. Bernice’s face 
was not beautiful, but you began 
to think it was after looking at her 
for a few moments. 

He produced Jim Gregory’s 
cigar lighter. Bernice’s expres- 
sion changed. 

“Where did you get that?” she 
exclaimed. 

“That,” countered Cragston, “is 
what Tm asking you: who did = 
get this trinket from?” 

Her eyes widened as she saw his 
face harden into grim lines. She 
was thinking fast. She made sev- 
eral false starts at speech. Then 
she reached for the lighter, eager- 
ly as though it were something of 
infinite value. 

Cragston shook his head. 

“Nothing doing. You tell me a 
few things. This means as much 
to me as it does to you. A damn 
sight more. I’m trusting no one. 
So sing your song.” 

Bernice did not resent his tone. 
But she still wavered between 
conflicting thoughts. A flash of 
triumph for an instant blazed in 
her eyes. Cragston repeated his 
queries. 

“Please wait. Just a minute,” 


Bernice evaded. “Till I get out of 


this uniform. Then I’ll feel more 
like talking.” 

She gestured toward glasses 
and a decanter of brandy. Crag- 
ston helped himself. He did not 
hear her stirring about in the other 
room. He was pondering. Her 
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possession of the lighter proved 
beyond all doubt that Jim Gregory 
had been in San Luisito during 
his prospecting trips in the Gila 
Mountains. According to Grego- 
ry’s letter to Cragston, he had 
struck the lost vein of the once 
rich Aces Up mine; and according 
to all evidence awaiting Cragston 
on his arrival from Burma to join 
his partner, Gregory had found 
death as well as gold. 

He wondered if this Bernice had 
known Jim; if she knew whether 
Jim had really died—when, where, 
and how? What was she holding 
out? She knew something. It did 
not seem to be guilty knowledge; 
yet she was evasive. 


ERNICE’S return from the 
other room put a sudden halt 
to Cragston’s pondering. Her 
dressing gown was chaste, severe- 
ly simple, and devoid of provo- 
cative frills pretending to conceal 
what they advertised. She 
stretched herself on the lounge. 
She seemed embarrassed, and 
groping for the next move. Crag- 
ston was puzzled. She did not act 
as though she were staging a show 
to distract him from his question- 
ing. 
“Now, about this cigar lighter,” 
Cragston began. And then he 
realized, as his pulse quickened, 
that her reserve was more inflam- 
ing than any flaunting display. 
The sudden rise and fall of her 
breasts brought them momentari- 
ly into tantalizing relief against 
the unadorned silk masking their 
perfection. 
Bernice’s lashes drooped to con- 
ceal her eyes. She faintly flushed 
as she saw Cragston’s glance 





‘Til tell you all about it in a mo- 


she said, and disappeared 
through the door. 


ment,” 
earess the curve of her hips and 
the graceful length of her legs. 
He had been in Burma too long 
not to have a hungry look in his 
eyes. Cragston hitched his chair 
toward the lounge; then he 
checked himself and felt foolish. 
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She wasn’t a bum, and she was not 
giving him a play. 

There was an awkward, word- 
less pause. Their eyes met. Crag- 
ston read in them a reflection of 
his own. Neither knew who moved 
first to break the deadlock. She 
was in his arms, hungrily seeking 
his lips, clinging to him with pos- 
sessive eagerness. Cragston sud- 
denly realized that the throaty, in- 
articulate sounds that took the 
place of speech had become hys- 
terical sobs. Then, just as abrupt- 
ly, she relaxed. Cragston’s resolve 
faded. He forgot the mystery of 
Gregory’s cigarette lighter. ... 

The first pallor of dawn was 
sweeping away the desert night 
before either of them spoke. Crag- 
ston poured himself a drink, 
drained it at a gulp and de- 
manded, “Now tell me about this 
cigarette lighter?” 

He pocketed the trinket and re- 
garded her with frosty eyes. He 
looked as though he had forgotten 
the firm, fine flesh he had em- 
braced. 

“It belonged to... Jim Grego- 
ry,” she said in a low voice. “A 
mining engineer—’’ 

“God damn it, I know that!’’ he 
exploded, “How did you get it?” 

“Oh, I may as well tell you. I’m 
a Department of Justice operator, 
investigating narcotic smuggling. 
On the side, I’m investigating Jim 
Gregory’s disappearance, on be- 
half of his wife.” 

“Wife ae 

“Yes. Very dear friend of mine. 
Didn’t you know Gregory was 
married ?” 

“T came from Burma as fast as 
I could when I got his letter,” said 
Cragston. “Hadn’t heard of him 


for several years. When I got to 
Yuma, he was not there. Vanished 
without a trace. Suitcase aban- 
doned at his hotel. So I’m look- 
ing.” 

She nodded. 

“He’s dead. If I can find the 
corpus delicti, I can make a ease. 
Otherwise, I can’t. And I’ve got 
to work single handed. This is 
outside of my official duty, so I 
can get no help.” 

“How do you know he’s dead?” 
demanded Cragston. 

“T’ve heard things. I’m certain 
that Mendoza—the king of San 
Luisito—knows who did it. If he 
didn’t actually kill Gregory him- 


self. It was something about 
mines. But I don’t know the 
kinks—”’ 


“To hell with the kinks!’’ ex- 
claimed Cragston, reaching for 
his hat. “Jim wrote me just 
enough to make your tip a hot one. 
Just one link is missing. When I 
get that, I’) kill him myself!’’ 

-Cragston’s voice rang like a 
bugle, and his eyes blazed fiercely. 

“T’d_ better clear out before 
dawn. Otherwise you’d get in bad 
with me being seen leaving here.” 
Cragston stopped short and red- 
dened. “Say, why the hell did you 
give me a play? You’re not—”’ 

“No, I’m not one of them,” said 
Bernice, smiling at his embarrass- 
ment. “It’s just in the air. The 
damned place gets under one’s 
skin. And Mendoza waiting for 
me to erack. And I leading him 
on, yet keeping him at a distance 
while trying to trip him. I hate 
him—but—Oh, Lord, I’m only hu- 
man—and when I saw you tonight, 
you looked like an honest to God 
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white man, and a long lost friend 
—and I[—’’ 

“And you hadn’t seen anyone 
who was regular for so long that 
I looked like the right answer?” 

She nodded. The crashing of 
the front door punctuated the 
pause. 


TALL, handsome Mexican in 

purple velvet all aglitter with 
silver buttons burst into the room, 
pistol in hand. Mendoza. Behind 
him was Antonia, her dark eyes 
were ablaze with wrath. 

“That’s the Gringo pig!’’ she 
exclaimed. “Just as I told you!’’ 

Cragston caught it all in a flash. 
Antonia, in a jealous rage, had 
told Mendoza about Cragston’s in- 
terest in a cigarette lighter. He 
knew that Mendoza had heard 
enough to cost them their lives. 
Behind the Mexican were four 
swarthy ruffians, Miguel to the 
front. 

All in a flash, Mendoza’s pistol 
crackled. Cragston flung himself 
aside. He felt the searing stab of 
lead as his hands closed on an 
olla of sun dried clay. He hurled 
the bulbous jar as the pistol 
coughed fire and lead past his ear. 
It crashed across the Mexican’s 
head. He dropped like a sack of 
meal. 

“Get out!’’ shouted Cragston, 
flinging Bernice aside. “I’ll hold 
’em!?? 

He turned just in time to meet 
the rush. Miguel and his ruffians 
were armed with knives. Cragston 
snatched a chair and flailed it like 
a two handed sword. Wood splin- 
tered. A man dropped, but Miguel 
and his two cronies darted for- 
ward, overwhelming Cragston by 


sheer weight and ferocity. Knives 
raked him in the milling press. He 
sank for a moment. Bernice 
screamed and hurled an alarm 
clock. It caught Miguel on the 
forehead. He jerked back. Crag- 
ston kicked clear, wrenched a de- 
scending knife to one side, and 
sent a heavy fist dynamiting 
against a swarthy chin. 

“Get out!’’ shrieked Bernice. 
“More of them are on the way!’ 

Cragston ducked a knife, coun- 
tered with a sizzling left that 
sounded like a pistol shot. Ber- 
nice’s automatic was beyond 
reach. During his momentary res- 
pite, he saw a squad of dark forms 
running across the street. Ber- 
nice snatched the kerosene lamp 
from its bracket, hurled it at the 
leader of the reinforcements. Her 
forward pass missed its mark, but 
connected with the door jamb. In 
an instant the room was ablaze. 

Cragston cursed and wrenched 
the leg from a table. Bernice 
caught his arm. He saw that two 
Mexicans were dragging Mendoza 
clear of the blazing oil.- Empty 
handed, the odds were suicidal. He 
followed Bernice out the back 
door. Their move was so sudden 
that the enemy for a moment did 
not realize that they had fled. The 
groans and yells of their fellows, 
who had recovered from Crag- 
ston’s hammering and _ found 
themselves surrounded by lapping 
flames, covered the retreat. 

The fence that marked the bor- 
der was but a few yards distant. 
Before the pursuit was fairly or- 
ganized, Cragston had helped Ber- 
nice through the barbed wires. 

“Meet me on the road! They 

(Continued on page 122) 
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more swiftly than the eye could 
follow, he balanced it and hurled it 
full at Flobert’s face. 

The thing was done unexpected- 
ly, frantically. But Flobert seemed 
to possess a demoniac ability at 
mind-reading. Even as the shin- 
ing steel cube bashed at him, he 
ducked—and came up with his au- 
tomatic drawn from its holster, 
He took a snap-shot at Storme. 

It was a clean miss; Storme had 
already jerked aside. From some- 
where beyond the platform a shrill 
scream knifed the cellar. A wom- 
an’s scream, gurgly, agonized, 

Flobert’s glance flicked in the 
direction of the sound; his hot 
eyes widened. “Sonya—!” he 
roared, 

That instant of inattention gave 
Jeff Storme one more opportu- 
nity. He smashed another fist- 
sized block at his enemy’s head. 
And this time he connected. Steel 
struck skull with a sickening tunk- 


sound. Flobert gasped, staggered. © 


Blood and a sticky horror of re- 
leased brain-matter oozed from his 
split-open cranial bones. The mess 
welled downward into his eyes, 
his sagging mouth. He took two 


staggering steps and collapsed. He 


would not get up again, ever. 

Storme pivoted to face the re- 
maining dozen red-masked bund- 
sters. Released from the first in- 
ertia of surprise, they were surg- 
ing forward like a rising tide of 
murder. Some of them tugged at 
pocketed guns, 

“Come on, you swine!” Jeff 
Storme thundered. And he 


smashed a barrage of steel gauge 
blocks at them, picking off the fore- 
most. Two went down, moaning. 
Another stared stupidly at his 
shattered gun-hand, turned and 
swayed toward the wall for sup- 
port. 

But there were at least eight or 
nine of them remaining, milling 
toward the platform like madmen. 
And Storme had hurled his last 
steel block. Empty-handed he 
faced them, 

Empty-handed? “No, by God!” 
he shouted. He stooped, grabbed 
the automatic from Sergeant Flo- 
bert’s dead fingers. Then he 
straightened, triggered a flaming 
squirt of .44 slugs at his enemies. 


HEY broke in confusion before 

that lethal bullet-hail; dropped 
like ninepins. One, wounded, blast- 
ed a final shot at Jeff Storme, a 
shot that caught Storme in the: 
shoulder and spun him around as 
if he’d been sledgehammered. But 
he regained his balance and put 
a tunnel through the bundster’s 
heart. And that finished it. 

Only four masked Nazis re- 
mained upright. They threw away 
their weapons, raised their arms. 
“Kamarad—we surrender—!” 

Storme’s automatic was empty 
now. But he did not let them guess 
that. He kept them covered while 
he stooped to release Betty Pelton 
from her fetters. Then he panted: 
“Quick, hon. Grab a gun. Get up- 
stairs to a phone. Call the FBI. 
Tell them to come and pick up the 
pieces. Tell them Sonya Valenska 
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is dead; killed by Flobert’s bullet. 
Tell them Flobert won’t make any 
more trouble. Tell them the X-B 
391-A is safe. Tell—” 

The blonde girl pressed herself 
close to Jeff Storme for a single 
thrilling instant, her warm breasts 
taut against his body. “I’ll tell 


them my future husband is the 
bravest man on their list,” she 
whispered, starry-eyed.. Then she 
kissed him lightly and made her 
way from the underground room. 

Storme surveyed his prisoners. 
And they shivered under the cu- 
rious smile that came to his tri- 
umphant lips. 
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against his chest. It was like noth- 
ing he had ever felt before. His 
head swam and the roof of his 
mouth went dry. Pain was for- 
gotten in the ecstasy of her near- 
ness, 

“What happened, Whitey?” she 
gasped. “Dorsey heard they tried 
to murder you!’’ 

The sheriff walked up. Whitey 
tried to draw away but Viola held 
him. Before he knew it her moist 
lips were pressed to his mouth. 

He was blushing furiously when 
Viola backed out of his arms. 
“Hello, Dorsey,” he mumbled. 

The sheriff’s eyes flickered. 
“Got a report Big Mike and his 
gang bore down on you.” 

Whitey smiled. “Sort of, Dor- 
sey. You’d better get three graves 
dug.” 

“You’re not going after them!’’ 
Viola cried. “You’re not!’’ 

“She’s right, Clarke,” sheriff 
said. “You better steer clear of 
Big Mike. We found one of his 
girls in the river this mornin’.” 

Whitey stiffened. “A girl with 
blonde hair?” 

“That’s right.” 

Whitey’s heart was lead in his 
breast. “So, they killed her,” he 


mumbled. The pupils of his eyes 
went flint hard. “Better dig those 
graves good and deep, Dorsey.” 

“You’re coming back to the 
house with me, Whitey,” Viola 
said. “I want dad to talk to you.” 

“Talking won’t help.” 

“You’ve got to come with me. 
Dorsey will drive us over.” 


AX HOUR later Whitey and 

Viola were alone in a room of 
the Corbin house. The girl’s eyes 
were wet with tears and her voice 
was choked. 

“T don’t want you to take any 
chances, Whitey. Can’t you un- 
derstand? Can’t you see that— 
that I love you?” Her cool finger- 
tips touched his cheek. She moved 
closer to him on the couch, let the 
soft warmth of her press against 
him. “Whitey!’’ 

Again her lips burned against 
his mouth. His hand touched her 
back, slid down toward the slope 
of her hip; then his arms gathered 
her close and the throbbing soft- 
ness under her blouse flattened 
against him. For long blissful mo- 
ments they were one, their bodies 
tense with the ecstasy of. each 
other’s touch. 
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When he spoke again his voice 
was low. “They killed that girl 
because she helped me. I couldn’t 
rest until I wiped them out. This 
time they won’t trick me. I think 
I know what’s behind it all.” 


ie WAS close to midnight. The 

lights were out in the sheriff’s 
office. Whitey stood at the door, 
peering through the glass pane at 
the Silver Dollar across the street. 
He had come into town under 


cover of darkness and was wait-. 


-ing for the crowd at the saloon to 
thin out. 

On the porch of the Corbin 
house, Viola sat huddled in a 
chair, a coat thrown over her 
shoulders. Whitey had promised 
to stop baek. Hours had gone by. 
She was nervous. 

The dim headlights of a car 
coming up the road brought her 
“to her feet. She ran down the 
steps. The car stopped in front 
of the house. A short man with 
his hat pulled down over his eyes 
came toward her. “Miss Corbin?” 

“Yes, what is it?” 
. ~The man came closer. “Got a 

message for you from—”’ His arm 
shot out. Instinctively, Viola 
jerked back, but not soon enough. 
She tried to scream. It was too 
late. The sweet, pungent odor of 
chloroform sickened her. Feebly, 
she peat at the man’s head. An- 
other shrouded figure leaped out 
of the car, whisked her off her 
feet. She felt herself being car- 
ried, heard hushed voices. The 
rest was lost in unconsciousness. 


PRE cut ropes that had bound 
Whitey were still on the floor 
of the logger’s hut. Viola, seated 


in a chair, cringed away from Big 
Mike. At the door, DuBois and 
Gorilla Pete were feasting their 
eyes on her, licking their lips. _ 

“You'll be doin’ him a favor,” 
the saloon keeper growled. “Write 
the note like I said. Tell him to 
get out of town if he wants you 
to keep on livin’.” 

The pencil in Viola’s hand 
touched the scrap of paper Big 
Mike had given her. Her hand 
trembled as she guided it. Each 
word she wrote ripped something 
out of her heart. When she was 
done she leaned back, closed her 
eyes. 

Big Mike snatched the note read 
it, folded it in half. “You and 
DuBois see that he gets this, Gor- 
ila. You know how.” 

Viola heard the killers’ ear rattle 
down the wagon road. Big Mike 
eyed her up and down. 

“Never thought I’d get a babe 
like you alone,” he chuckled. 

Viola’s heart pounded. “You— 
you wouldn’t touch me!” she 
gasped. Her breasts were trembl- 
ing. 

“Oh, wouldn’t 1?” How about a 
kiss?” He leaned forward, slid his 
lips wetly over her face. 

The touch of his mouth was re- 
pulsive. Viola slipped from the 
chair, came behind it. Big Mike 
kicked it aside. 

“No use makin’ a fuss, kid. I 
always wondered what it was like 
to play around with a classy dame. 
This is my chance. You can yell 
your head off for all the good it’ll 
do you.” He lunged forward, fas- 
tened steel fingers about Viola’s 
wrist, jerked her into his arms. 

His mouth jammed down on her 
lips. Even if she had wanted to 
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seream, the nauseating gag of his 
mouth made it impossible. She felt 
his hands like white-hot pokers, 
burning her flesh. The next few 
moments were moments of ghastly 
horror. Big Mike tore at her 
clothes, ripping them to shreds. 
She stifled under his crushing em- 
brace. 

She was sorry, now, she had 
written the note. Death would 
have been better than this. Quicker 

. painless. She had no strength 
to fight him off. It was all she 
could do to breathe. ... 


QWyerey glanced at the ra- 


dium dial of his watch. Twelve- : 


thirty. Most of the trucks had 
rolled away from the Silver Dollar 
with their loads of loggers. Now 
was the time to pay Big Mike a 
visit. He had his hand on the door 
knob when the phone rang. 

Dorsey Brown’s voice rasped 
over the wire. “They kidnapped 
Viola Corbin! I’m at Corbin’s 
now! Come right over!” 

Bradley Corbin and the sheriff 
were waiting in the living-room. 
The former’s face was ashen. Dor- 
sey Brown offered the note Viola 
had written. 

“Someone shoved it under my 
door and knocked.” 

Whitey read the pelieifed: mess- 
age: 


They threaten to kill me 
unless Whitey leaves town. 
Viola 


“Tt— it’s her handwriting,” 
Bradley Corbin gasped. “She was 
waiting for you. I heard a car 
drive up about midnight. That’s 
when they took her, You’ll go, 


Whitey? 
her life?” 

“T’ll go.” 

“There’s a bus North in the 
morning,” the sheriff said. 

“T’ll hike it tonight.” He slipped 
the deputy’s badge off his shirt, 
dropped it in Dorsey Brown’s 
hand, turned over the second re-- 
volver he had received. “Say good- 
bye to her when you see her, Mr. 
Corbin,” he said. 

The mill owner gripped 
Whitey’s hand. “I will, Whitey.” 

Whitey walked out into the 
night. 


You won’t endanger 


EN minutes later the sheriff 
came out of the house, slipped 
behind the wheel of his Ford road- 
ster, headed it into the hills. He 
drove steadily until he reached 
a wagon road that branched off 
the main highway. The car bumped 
over the ruts as it ran between two 
groves of dense spruce. A pin- 
point of light gleamed in the dark- 
ness ahead. The car stopped. 
Headlights and ignition went off. 
Dorsey Brown didn’t hear the 
rumble seat cover come up. Neither 
did he see the hands that reached 
for his throat. He screamed when 
he felt. them but it was too late. 
Whitey shot to the front seat, 
pummeled the sheriff’s face. A 
short, driving blow to the point of 
the jaw finished Dorsey Brown. 
Carrying the sheriff’s gun, 
Whitey approached the logger’s 
hut. Through a cracked window 
pane he saw Big Mike towering 
over the limp figure of Viola, 
stretched on the floor. 
Whitey’s blood ran cold. He 
threw caution to the winds, raced 
to the door, crashed it open. Big 
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Mike spun around. His hand 
snapped to his hip. Whitey’s gun 
roared, A screaming bullet ripped 
into the saloon keeper’s chest. He 
stumbled back. Again the gun 
spoke. Hot lead bored a_ black 
hole in Big Mike’s skull. His legs 
buckled and he ‘dropped. 

Whitey went down on his knees 
beside Viola. He lifted her up, 
kissed her cold, moaning lips. 
There were red streaks across her 
arms and shoulders, ghastly black 
and blue marks on the velvet 
smoothness of her flesh. 

The sound of an automobile 
motor brought Whitey to atten- 
tion. He pulled off his jacket, 
draped it about Viola’s shoulders, 
earried her to a corner of the hut. 
Then he crouched behind the door, 
forefinger tense on the trigger of 
his gun. 

DuBois, the French Canadian, 
burst into the hut, revolver in 
hand. He drew up short when he 
saw Big Mike’s crumpled body, the 
ugly head belching blood. His 
mouth gaped open. 

Flame spat from the muzzle of 
Whitey’s gun. The bullet splin- 
tered DuBois’ jaw, went on up into 
his brain. He died without utter- 
ing a sound. 

Whitey stepped from behind the 
door. Gorilla Pete, unarmed, was 
frozen on the threshold. Panic- 
stricken, he dropped to his knees. 

“Don’t kill me!” he screamed. 
“Don’t kill me!” His punch-bashed 
face was yellow. 

Whitey tossed the hot, smok- 
ing revolver behind him. “No, not 


with a bullet, Gorilla.’ He held 
up his fists. “With these!” 

Gorilla Pete shot erect. He 
jerked a knife from his pocket, 
flipped the blade out. The bright 
steel flashed in the light of a kero- 
sene lamp as he charged Whitey. 
There was murder in his eyes; the 
lust to kill in his maniacal scream. 

Whitey ducked under the slash- 
ing blade. It ripped his shirt off 
his shoulder, cut into the flesh. He 
came up, both fists flying, buried 
one in Gorilla Pete’s stomach. The 
ex-pug doubled up, dropped the 
knife. But his eyes, glazed with 
pain, lit on the revolver. He 
lurched for it. Whitey swooped 
the knife from the floor, struck 
with it. Five inches of steel went 
into Gorilla Pete’s back. 


RADLEY CORBIN shook his 

head slowly. “I can’t believe 
Dorsey was mixed up with them. 
It—it seems impossible.” 

“You can get it from his own 
lips in the morning,” Whitey re- 
plied. “I suspected it the moment 
Big Mike offered me a bribe. Your 
sheriff was probably taking them 
all along.” 

“Hadn’t you better go to bed, 
dad?” Viola queried. 

Barley Corbin smiled. “I under- 
stand. Good-night.” 

Alone in the living room, Whitey 
produced the crumpled note. “Does 
this still hold good? Must I leave 
town?” 

Viola melted into his arms. 
Warm lips brushed his cheek. It 
was answer enough. 
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hand over her mouth. A dark 
figure had reached for her as she 
left the dancehall by the back door. 
“Don’t fear. You will not be hurt. 
It is I, the white man to whom you 
brought the note. Where is your 
mistress? Inside?” 

“Ah, no, she have gone to the 
house of Wong. They have many 
loves.” 

“Wong’s house? So he’s got an- 
other establishment, eh? Does she 
live with him?” 

“No, meester. This night she go 
for the first time.” Fright had gone 
from the maid’s voice. “You think 
that all right, huh? At her house 
there is no one now. You like come 
with me?” 

Cup seized the plumb brown 
arms. The girl laughed a little 
breathlessly. “Where is this house 
of Wong?” 

“Along the road by the shore, 
- far out. Oh, it is much distance. 
She will not be back for long time. 
Her house near. You, me, we go 
there. All alone. Like?” 

Cathorne shoved aside the snug- 
gling girl. She whimpered a little 
after him, pleading. But he was 
gone, a dark figure striding down 
the river road. 

The house of the Chinaman iden- 
tified itself by its very size, stand- 
ing dark and sinister against a 
cluster of mango trees. Slender, 
graceful betel palms, like punka 
fans, formed a lacing across the 
front, and steps ran upward to a 
broad veranda. 

The shutters were closed and 
only at the west wing did pencil- 


ings of light trace themselves 
through the reed shades. 
Cathorne knew there would be 
servants about. He slipped to the 
rear and carefully studied the edi- 
fice. A Chinese dozed in a siesta 
chair on the back porch, his sil- 
vered pipe cold beside him. Cup 
went like a shadow up the steps. 
His fist struck once, twice on the 
sagging jaw, and the cook grunted 
with a single, stertorous explosion 
of breath, his body slouching over 
the broad chair arm. Cathorne 
bound and gagged the fellow with 
strips torn from the victim’s 


jacket. 
A WIDE hall ran laterally 
through the building. Cup 
slipped into the dark interior. 
From a little room to the right he 
heard the heavy sucking breath of 
a person sleeping. He passed si- 
lently by the sleeper’s room and 
came to the door with lights be- 
hind it. An odor of incense and 
tobaceo smoke exuded. 

Voices were in earnest conversa- 
tion beyond the closed portal. He 
could hear the throaty utterances 
of a girl breaking into the mono- 
toned conversation of the other. 

The door was locked. Cathorne 
knelt to find too that the key had 
béen removed. Through the small 
aperture he got a telescopic view 
of the occupants. His fingers 
gripped at the sight disclosed. 

The woman was half reclining 
on a rattan couch piled thick with 
cushions and over the back of 
which she had thrown her em- 
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broidered shawl. The thin silken 
dress she had again donned, and 
her legs, thrust langorously over 
the cushions, had by their position 
pulled the skirt well above one 
knee, exposing the gleaming white 
skin of her thigh to the sleek- 
haired man who bent above her. 

The Dove smoked a perfumed 
cigarette. Cup could not see her 
face as the couch was angling away 
from him, but he could see the face 
of Wong, so different from its 
usual blankness, passion seeming 
to spread over it like an unhealthy 
dew. A few feet from the couch, 
a heavy brass tray, resting on a 
low stand, held siphon and drinks. 

Cathorne’s first impulse was to 
leave in disgust. This woman who 
had fired him was a consort of yel- 
low men, eh? Let her wallow, then, 
in her own ungodly stew. But the 
words of the girl caught him, held 
him at his listening post. 

“Yes, just like the rest of the 
men—hig promise and no perform- 
ance. I’ve been around, Chinese 
boy. If you talk with me, you’ve 
got to talk with cash.” 

“My Dove, you are rarer than 
the lotus flowers of the Middle 
Kingdom. I can give you great 
wealth Wait, just wait.” 

His head was bending lower. 
The girl let a mouthful of smoke 
ease indolently upward into the 
impassioned face. She moved over 
a little and he sat beside her, his 
hand softly stroking the skin above 
her knee. 

“Wong, you’re a great disap- 
pointment to me. I thought you 
were one who could shower me 
with the wealth, the luxury I crave. 
Your dance hall income wouldn’t 
keep me in perfume. Wait? That’s 
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all I’ve been doing—waiting for 
some of this sugar you’ve been 
promising to hand out. Piker stuff. 
The man who gets me has got to 
be a man—an hombre that won’t 
stop at anything to get what he 
wants. Get me? You haven’t 
showed your stuff.” 


Wore’s hand was creeping 

slowly farther up the velvety 
thigh. His left hand was slipping ~ 
under her shoulder. | 

“You call me weak, afraid. Dove, 
I have killed to get what I want.” 

“Don’t kid me. You hire your 
dirty work done for a few pesos.” 

She stretched like a smug, con- 
tented feline. The strap of her 
dress slipped down to reveal a tan- 
talizing glimpse. 

Wong stiffened and for a mo- 
ment held himself still as if he 
were a hawk ready to swoop. 

The Dove suddenly shifted, 
drawing up the strap and shoving 
his hand off her thigh. “Words. 
It’s no go, Wong. Force me and 
my love will be but ashes in your 
mouth.” Her hand came up reaas- 
suringly to pat his cheek. “Make 
good on your promise and I’ll show 
you what heaven can be like. I’m 
an ambitious woman, boy.” 

Wong was a man deep in the 
wine of anticipation. “For you, 
you,” he whispered, “I show my 
secret.” 

He was gone into the corner of 
the room, returning with a lac- 
quered box. He lifted the lid be- 
fore her waiting eyes. Cathorne 
could see her mass of gorgeous 
hair come up, her eyes lifting in 
surprise to Wong. 

“What’s this, a Chinese joke? I 
don’t savvy. It’s empty.” 
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The Chinese bent beside her. 
“Ah, so you would think, so any- 
one would think. It is a master- 
piece from my own country.” His 
fingers opened a secret ecompart- 
ment, so cleverly constructed that 
none would have suspected it. 
From the secret recess he took 
a pice of paper. 

“Here, here,” his breath was al- 
most a pant, “is the location of the 
richest pearling bed south of the 
Sulu islands. A buried reef. Soon, 
when things have quieted I go to 
strip its wealth. Thousands, mil- 
lions, no doubt. I adorn you with 
gems. I place you in a house of a 
thousand delights. I make your 
life one vast treasure of love.” 

She was sitting up now, one 
hand buried under a cushion. Her 
profile disclosed to Cathorne an 
intense, almost agonized interest. 

“How—how did you get this?” 

“My Dove, you want a man who 
goes for what he wants. For this 
I have slaim—a spineless Amer- 
ican by the name of Phipps, too 
- weak to guard what he had found. 
It is now for us and our many 
roomed mansion of love.” 


H's arms were again reaching 

for her. But the girl’s actions 
were quicker. Her hand came from 
beneath the cushion bearing a 
blunt-nosed automatic. The other 
hand snatched the paper from the 
Oriental’s fingers. 

“Just what I’ve been waiting 
for, you yellow eowardly mur- 
derer. Not a one of those pearls 
will you get. They’re mine.” 

Wong was caught, stopped like 
a thieving dog cornered in his de- 
predations. But he was quick to 
assume his Oriental poise. 
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“So! You have fooled me, led 
me on. I should have known better 
than to be lured by a white siren. 
‘Beware the beak of the white 
heron,’ says the wise man.” 

The girl was on her feet attempt- 
ing to.edge around the couch to the 
door. The clear mask of her face 
was strained and she was biting at 
her lower lip. 

Cup Cathorne’s muscles went 
tense. So the girl, too, had been 
playing a game, ensnaring by flesh, 
bargaining for the wealth of the 
unfortunate Phipps. 

Wong’s voice went on, a low, 
malicious monotone, “Do you think 
for a moment you can get out of 
this room? You think yourself 
clever, as all Americans do. I have 
honored you by courting you after 
the manner of your countrymen. 
You lied to me in every movement 
you made. Now, you shall know 
love as my countrymen can make 
it!” 

Swift as a lashing snake’s head, 
his foot went out, hurling over the 
tray of drinks, The thick brass 
platter struck cruelly across her 
knees, and the spilled drinks 
slopped her legs and ankles. This 
small moment of diversion was 
enough. Wong’s darting hand 
jerked the automatic from her fin- 
gers and hurled it across the room. 

He was upon her like a resistless 
madman. One hand clutching at 
the low yoke of her dress ripped 
downward. The silk split, the 
straps broke, and the garment 
dropped about her feet. She was 
attempting to fight back, but in- 
effectually. 

The Oriental’s sibilant laugh 
rose high. The sight of her glow- 
ing skin urged him on. 
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Cup Cathorne took one tremend- 
ous lunge at the locked door. The 
bolt latch snapped before his 
weight, and he staggered, half un- 
balanced, into the room, 


KUEN LEE snapped a cackling 

yell in Chinese that brought 
an answer from the rear of the 
house. Then Cathorne was upon 
him. Wong seized a heavy incense 
burner and brought it down upon 
the head of the charging man. 

Cup went to his hands and knees 
almost at the feet of the woman. 
The coneussion of the blow almost 
blinded him. He shook his head to 
clear the daze and was up at the 
Chinese. Wong was fumbling at 
the table for a knife he could not 
reach. 

A squat servant, clad only in 
singlet and shorts, appeared at the 
door, a long glinting kitchen blade 
in his hands. 

The two men had gone down, 
Wong underneath. Cup’s fists were 
lashing at Kuen’s jaw. The Orien- 
tal’s thin, long-fingered hands 
could not return the blows of the 
larger American, but he was slip- 
pery as oiled leather, twisting 
- away from the blows, and Cup’s 
fists caromed harmlessly off the 
pomaded hair. 

The girl screamed. Cup struck 
heavily and hard, landing at last 
on the hairless chin. He twisted 
to look upward and saw the long, 
keen kitchen knife slicing down 
upon him. The girl had grabbed 
up the heavy tray and was raising 
it double-handed above her head. 
As‘ she stood, poised to strike, 
Cathorne caught one quick, perfect 
view of her that he was always to 
remember, 
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Cathorne twisted sideways as 
the knife came down. The tray 
crashed upon the servant’s head, 
and the heavy, hammered brass 
sent out a note like a sombre bell. 

The three men were down in a 
heap. A sting like hot water passed 
across Cup’s lower ribs. He tried 
to pull himself away, but his shirt 
caught and he was foreed to rip 
it loose. He got to his feet, queer 
twitchings at the corners of his 
mouth as he looked at the floor. 

The descending knife, just graz- 
ing Cathorne, had gone into the 
chest of the unconscious Wong. 
The servant, dazed by the blow of 
the tray, had fallen as dead weight 
upon his own weapon, pinning his 
master to the floor. 

“Come on, let’s get out of here!” 
Cathorne seized the shawl and 
threw it about the girl. She quick- 
ly picked up the secret paper and 
seurried with him to the door. 
From the rear porch came muted 
thuds as the other servant tried 
to free himself. 


2 Sees back to town, they 

were overtaken by a calesa, 
the driver returning sleepily with 
his empty cab toward the city. Cup 
commandeered the vehicle. The 
brown eyes of the driver opened 
wide as the girl, draped only in 
a shawl, clambered inside. 

“We'll get aboard my sloop,” 
announced Cup. “Neither of us 
would be safe ashore.” 

The short walk and release from 
the locked room had brought re- 
assurance to the girl, “Drive past 
my house. I’ll need some clothes, 
I can’t conventionally go bon voy- 
age with only a shawl. But I won’t 
be long.’’ 
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“Okay,” agreed Cup, “but make 
it snappy. Grab up your bag, t that’ s 
all. No time to dress.” 

Twenty minutes later they, were 
in the master’s cabin of The Moro 
Girl. 

The mate and the two deck 
hands, who had been aroused to 
swing up the dinghy, smiled know- 
ingly to themselves. The Filipino 
top-kicker nodded approvingly. 
“That is well, much better. It is 
not good for man to live alone.” 

Lush darkness filled the after 
cabin. Only the starlight dropping 
through the open ports outlined the 
girl like a wraith in her white 
shawl. Cup struck a match and 
lighted the swinging lamp. 

“Well, that’s that.” His lower 
lip dropped suddenly in surprise. 
He had set her bag upon the little 
table, and his eyes caught the let- 
ters on the baggage tag. 

“Wanda Phipps! Phipps? Then 
you’re—” 

“John Phipp’s sister. Do you 
think I’ve been putting on this 
song and dance for fun?” 

Cathorne stood by the table non- 
plussed. Then he laughed. “I’m 
damned! Girl you’re a brick. But 
what made you suspect Wong?” 

His hand fell in a friendly man- 
ner on her shoulder. 

“You might rustle me a ciga- 
rette. Why suspect Wong? Hasy. 
John wrote me plenty before he 
suddenly disappeared. Told me 
he’d struck it rich, richer than he 
dreamed of, and that he was suspi- 
cious of the Chink himself. When 
I was eertain something had hap- 
pened, I headed straight for the 
yellow boy’s wickiup.” 

“Then there really wasn’t any- 
thing between you and Wong?” 
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“Me and that fellow? What do 
you take me for, big boy? Wong 
got the farthest tonight he ever 
got. I couldn’t stand his hands.” 


CAoSE -was seeing the 
situation in another light. Re- 
lief and admiration were running 
through him. “Why did you frisk 
me? I could have got him then.” 

“And then were would I have 
been? Say, who are you, anyway. 
We’ve never been introduced.” 

“Just a fellow by the name of 

Cathorne. Do trading with my 
sloop here. Incideatally, I look 
into affairs for the Insular Govern- 
ment.” 
_ “Hm, now it’s my time to be 
surprised. Secret Service, eh? 
Well, that don’t keep me from lik- 
ing you.” 

“T was after the murderer of 
John Phipps myself.” 

“Yes? If I’d only known. I 
warned you tonight because I 
didn’t want to see you stabbed in 
the back. When Wong surprised 
us, I had to get your gun. If you’d 
plugged that boy, I’d never have 
found out what I wanted to know. 
Savvy, now? How about a light?” 

She bent in front of him as she 
lowered the cigarette to the match. 
Again the tantalizing fragrance of 
her hair engulfed him. 

“Then that was just acting, play- 
acting there in your dressing 
room?” 

She straightened, her lips a pro- 
voking smile. As she lifted her 
hand to her cigarette, the shawl 
slipped down over one shoulder. 

“What do you think?” 

The cabin lamp was burning 
down from lack of kerosene. A soft 
half darkness was enwrapping 
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them. His hand slid beneath her 
bared arm and drew her closer. 
Her hand with the cigarette went 
over-his shoulder. 

“T don’t think it was all acting.” 

Both her arms came up to en- 
circle his neck, the cigarette drop- 
ping to the table. “It wasn’t, man.” 
The shawl, no longer held by her 
fingers, dropped back and to the 
floor. She turned her face up for 
his kiss. 

“Funny,” she murmured, “you 
and I both after the same man, but 


we got him. That’s teamwork, 
ain’t it?” 

The pulse of his left arm was 
throbbing as it tightened across 
her back. The vibrant warmth 
from her body permeated him. His 
right hand slid lower over the 
cushioned eurves of her hips. He 
pulled her more tightly to him. A 
tremor quivered her frame. The 
light flickered lower and out. 

“Let’s go ahead doing that, kid.” 

A throaty broken laugh was his 
only answer from the now envelop- 
ing darkness. 


Painkiller 


{Continued from page 65} 


summer house. She had _ been 
swimming in the Fenton private 
pool and still wore her bathing 
suit with a loose robe thrown 
around her shoulders. It was a 
one piece suit, backless and front- 
less save for two thin straps that 
--eame down from her shoulders to 

her waist, just wide enough to do 
scanty duty over her blooming 
breasts. 

She motioned Matt to a bench 
beside her and moved close, so 
that her thighs brushed the length 
of his. The fresh perfume of her, 
the expanse of bare shoulders and 
chest, the sensuous outline of her 
hips, got into his head. Particu- 
larly when she forgot the robe and 
let it fall. He made up his mind 
that the next time Elaine played 
with him, let him go along, she 
wouldn’t eall quits so soon. 

He asked her, “Now then— 
what’s your talk of murder?” 

“It’s hard to tell you, Matt, but 


I must tell somebody who can 
help. Maybe you ean. Corliss 
Phelps was my sister.” 

“Pull things like that slower,” 
Matt muttered. “Don’t knock me 
out all at once.” 


664Y7HEN you thought you saw 

me on Grant Avenue, it 
must have been Corliss. I have 
known about her for a long time 


but I never saw her. Father told 


me after mother died—Corliss 
was his daughter by the wife of a 
dear friend of his—and she was 
born just about the time I was. So 
you see, father had been carrying 
on after he married mother. Cor- 
liss’ mother had other children, 
Corliss’ half sisters and brothers, 
but they are poor now, and Cor- 


‘liss, who found out who her true 


father was, has been keeping them 

at their old home with money she 

has had from father.” 
“Blackmailer, eh?” 
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“No, Matt. She has never black- 
mailed father. She only asked for 
part of her rights. She had all 
kinds of letters from father to her 
mother, and her birth certificate, 
and everything like that. She 
could have held father up for 
thousands of dollars but she prom- 
ised she never would want more 
than just ease for her half sisters 
and brothers, and their father, who 
thinks he is her father, too. 

“Now that she’s dead, they’re in 

‘hard luck,’’ Matt said. “I’ll say 
she looked enough like you to 
make me want—well, want a lot 
of things.” 

Hlaine smiled sadly. “Don’t 
think of those things now, Matt. 
The worst of my story is to come. 
This afternoon, father came home 
and told me this—he was to meet 
Corliss at the Emporium, the de- 
partment store, where they some- 
times met in the crowd. Someone 
had telephoned him as if from her. 
But she didn’t come to the Empo- 

rium. And when father went out 
and called a taxi, a girl slipped 
in behind him and closed the door 
just as the ear started off. A Chi- 
nese girl. She had a message for 
father. She said—’’ 

Elaine faltered for a moment, 
then steadied herself. “She said 
Corliss had been murdered and 
that all her papers had been taken 
from her safe by a blackmailer 
who had found out somehow 
where she kept them. The Chinese 
girl told father that he would be 
asked to pay a hundred thousand 
doHars to the blackmailer for the 
papers or else the whole story 
would go to the police and then the 
police weuld think father com- 
mitted. the crime.” 


Matt Rider sat straight. He put 
a hand on Elaine’s bare knee but 
for once didn’t know it was 
Elaine’s skin he was touching. 
‘“‘Sure your father went to the 
Emporium? That Chinese girl 
yarn sounds fishy.” 

Elaine nodded, “It would sound 
fishy to the police, too. But he did. 
He could never prove it, but he 
did. The Chinese girl said the 
blackmailers were counting upon 
his not being able to explain where 
he was—and then it would be 
father who would want those 
papers. The Chinese girl said the 
leader of the blackmailers was the 
Keeper of the Dragon of some 
Goddess whose followers told the 
truth and that therefore he told 
the truth when he said what would 
happen to father.”’ 

“Keeper of the Dragon!’’ Matt 
echoed. “Chinese girl—’’ 

He remembered Si Si slipping 
out and into a taxi. He remem- 
bered that she had told him her 
husband was Keeper of the 
Dragon! 

Corliss Phelps going into Chi- 
natown to meet a sleek haired rat! 
A man with oiled hair, shiny like 
anthracite, and a white-toothed 
grin who bows over a woman’s 
hands as that rat had bowed over 
Corliss Phelps’, would be in on 
any murder that looked profitable. 

Now he was conscious of 
Elaine’s knee. He looked down at 
it and along the bare thigh to 
the high hem of her bathing 
trunks. He patted it softly and 
felt the quick breath Elaine took 
in response. 

“I’ve got a hunch,” he said. “It 
all depends upon whether your 
father is telling the truth.” 


Fr 
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Elaine moved closer. Her body 
leaned toward him and she nestled 
against him with a sigh when he 
caught her in his arms and buried 
his face in the soft hollow of her 
shoulder. 

“If you can help me, Matt, I’ll 
do anything in the world.” 

“You won’t ery quits again?” 

She lifted her lips to his and 
didn’t stir when his arms reached 
hungrily around her waist. 

“I really never wanted to—cry 
quits,” 


rPHROUGH the night Matt and 
two detective lieutenants 
watched the entrance of the curio 
shop in Grant Street, from shad- 
owed doorways. With the coming 
of morning they had to be content 
with occasionally passing the win- 
dows. At midmorning Matt 
grunted with satisfaction. The 
sleek-haired rat came up the street 
and turned into the shop. 

To Detective Lieutenant Hogan 
he said, “I’m going up now to eall 
on an old Chinaman’s young wife. 
If you hear knives swishing in the 
hallway, they’re for me. Watch 
the window and come up if I sig- 
nal.” 

Si Si came to the door. She was 
as delectable as ever, in brief skirt 
and tight blouse. Her little breasts 
were outthrust like two heavenly 
temptations. She frowned when 
she saw who had knocked, and 
gasped when Matt pushed in. 

“Meng Toh Fu is below in the 
curio shop,” she said quickly. 
“Honorable husband may come at 
any minute. Yesterday I think he 
had a knife sent after you. Today 
I am afraid I will go to the 
Dragon.” 


“Make believe you are breath- 
ing the Dragon’s breath now—for 
me,” Matt pleaded, catching her 
and holding her against him so 
that her breath quickened. “Maybe 
if you tell me the truth, IN fix 
it so you can dishonor the house 
of Meng Toh Fu as much as you 
want to. First—you carried a 
message from the Keeper of the 
Dragon to a white man, at the Hm- 
porium department store?” 

Si Si squirmed but he held her 
tight. At last she pouted. “My hon- 
orable husband surely will take me 
to the Dragon to find out who was 
with me yesterday. It will be bad 
for me in the Dragon’s sight if I 
go with lies already on my tongue. 
So I say the truth. I carried a 
message for Honorable Husband, 
and for one other.” 

“That other, Si Si?” 

“For very shiny hair man Si Si 
do not like.” 

“You love me, Si Si?” 

“Oh, very much beloved.” 

“Yes, yes. I know. But all right. 
Some time, maybe. That one with 
shiny hair, he is a very bad enemy 
of mine. Of me and of a girl who 
has promised not to ery quits.” 

“What you mean, ery quits? Do 
I ever ery quits when I should 
not?” 

“T’ll say you do! When you par- 
ticularly shouldn’t.” She was 
troubled until she felt his hands 
sliding over her curved back, seek- 
ing the softness of her lithe little 
body. Then she sighed contentedly 
again. 

“T will help you to stop other 
girl from crying quits.” 


H® SIGNALED from the win- — 
dow to Lieutenant Hogan and 
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pointed toward the curio shop. 
Lieutenant Hogan called his part- 
ner and the two detectives pushed 
in the curio shop door. It was 
then Matt explained to Si Si that 
he wanted her to show him to where 
the Dragon was and show him also 
how to get the sleek haired man 
into the Dragon chamber. 

“You mean to make him breathe 
the Dragon’s breath?” 

“Ves,” 

“T will show you. But first you 
must promise that you will ask one 
question for me. One day when I 
will not be dishonorable, he say, 
‘Si, Si, you make me sick.’ I want 
to know if ever I could make a 
man sick.” 

Down a dark inside flight of 
stairs Si Si led him. Far down 
into the bowels of the earth. Along 
a narrow corridor heavy with the 
odors of musk and opium. At an 
iron door she listened and there 
was no sound. “In there,” she said, 
‘‘is Dragon’s altar. At the end of 
Dragon’s tail is little button. It 
makes the Dragon breathe. And 
there is a door that leads to steps. 
The steps lead to the curio shop. 
When you have asked question I 
want, then you give me answer.’’ 

Matt promised and left her to 
seurry back to her bird eage room. 
He pushed through the perfumed 
silence of the Dragon chamber, 
into another room, and up the 
stairs Corliss Phelps had de- 
scended. A lever in what appeared 
to be a blank wall seemed his only 
hope and he pulled it. The big 
Buddha that faced the interior of 
the shop slid apart. 

Lieutenant Hogan had the sleek- 
haired man in his grasp. His eom- 
panion had Meng Toh Fu. 


“There were other Chinese 
around,” Hogan said, “but we 
couldn’t hold ’em.” 

‘We'll do enough business with 
these,” Matt growled. 

“Funny,” said Hogan, “you 
didn’t recognize this black-haired 
baby. Badger Ricardo? Some- 
times called Manuel. Used to be 
the best badger artist in the coun- 
try. Department’s heard lately 
that he’s turned to blackmail, just 
like you think.” 

“We'll find out, maybe,” Matt 
grunted. 

When the cursing, struggling 
Ricardo had been stretched on the 
teakwood table and bound, Matt 
found the tail button and twisted 
it. Immediately the pungent hot 
vapor began to pour from the 
Dragon’s fangs, “All you’ve got 
to do to protect yourself, accord- 
ing to Si Si,” Matt said, “is to keep 
your nose out from under the 
Dragon. The real fumes—kief or 
hashish or whatever they are, 
won’t reach you except directly 
underneath. They break down in 
the air too quickly.” 


PHRED minutes they waited for 

the fumes to take effect on the 
man tied to the table. His strug- 
glings stopped. His body relaxed. 
Matt searched his mind for the 
formula Si Si had recited to him. 
Meng Toh Fu who took his situ- 
ation calmly smiled and said, soft- 
ly, “It is needful only to start him 
talking. He will dwell upon the 
subject you indicate. The opened 
safe, is it not, that you prefer him 
to talk about? When he has fin- 
ished perhaps you will ask him 
if he knows of my rosebud wife 
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ever having dishonored my house. 
It is particular that I know, since, 
as it is, I only suspect him.” 

“T ean answer that,’ Matt 
snapped. “She hasn’t. When you 
are out of the way, she will enjoy 
herself immensely.” 

“When I am out of the way, I 
shall be content. As Buddha de- 
cides, so it is wise to accept.” 

The hurried, excited, drug- 
stirred voice of the man on the 
table filled the room, reading his 
own doom. 

“Meng Toh Fu killed her. I 
lured her here with a locket. I 
could never get out of her where 
she kept her papers. Meng Toh 


Fu got it out of her. Then he killed | 


her. He wouldn’t let me watch. 


She must have been very beauti-| ston 


ful on the table. Too bad she had 
to die. But it must be made to look 
like Selby Fenton—then we can 
get a hundred thousand dollars. 
I will kill Meng Toh Fu and keep 
it all. I will take Si Si for a while 
and then kill her. Si Si is very ex- 
quisite. The papers are hidden in 
Meng Toh Fu’s desk in Si Si’s 
room. She does not know. Si Si 
has much to learn.’ I shall teach 
her and then kill her.” 

Lieutenant Hogan gave a cry 
just as Meng Toh Fu broke loose 
from his captor. A knife flashed. 
A green hilt protruded from the 
breast of Manuel Ricardo: Meng 
Toh Fu said, softly, “The delec- 
table Si Si is delightful love. She 
shall live and love in honor,” 


MA? RIDER went back up- 
stairs to find Si Si waiting. 


She had discarded her skirt and a 


blouse and was in a thin Chinese 





109 





Most WOMEN of 
“MIDDLE AGE* 


38°52 sec 


: Attn This Times. 

Tf this period in a woman’s life causes you 

to get easily upset, cranky, nervous, blue 

at times, suffer weakness, dizziness, hot 

pies , headaches, distress of “irregulari- 
ies’— 

Try Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com- 
pound—made especially to relieve female 
distress due to this functional disturb- 
ance. Pinkham’s Compound helps build up 
resistance against annoying symptoms of 
“middle age.” Famous for over 60 years! 


60 DAYS TRIAL FALSE 
TEETH 


AS LOW AS $7.95 


Per Plate. yea nia ta 
















made in our own 
from your personal impres- 
WORKMANSHIP and Material GUARANTEED or PURCHASE 
PRICE REFUNDED. We take this risk on our 60-Day Trial Offer. 


Do Not SEND AnY MONEY Moi! post card for FREE mater! 
DON’T PUT IT OFF — Write us today! ov 


MAS DENTAL LABORATO 
Sqeurgn es ONE TED STREET: CHIChGO, ILLs 


SIDELINE SALESMEN “AGENTS 


Sel our ILLUSTRATED COMIC BOOKLETS and other NOVELTIES. 
Each booklet size 412x234, Ten different sample booklets sent for 
50c or 25 assorted for $1.00 or 100 assorted for $2.00. Shipped 
prepaid. Wholesale novelty price list sent with order only. No oF 
ders sent C.0.D. Send Cash, Stamps or Money-order. 


REPSAC SALES CO.. 
2_West 13 St., Dept. MF-12 New York City 


GET ACQUAINTED CLUB 


Are you lonely for a sweetheart? By let- 
ter you can become acquainted with just 
the type you desire—young, middleaged, or 
elderly. Either sex. Many close enough to 
meet personally. Free descriptions and par- 
ticulars sent sealed. R. E. SIMPSON, Box 





1251, Denver, Colorado. 


a 





PATENT YOUR IDEA 
WHAT IS YOUR INVENTION? 
Send Sketch or Write for FREE Inventors 
Recordin EK Confidential Advice. 


Z. POLAC aRes,, Patent Atornoy-Enaineer 


NEW YORK 





Be a Taxidermist. Double your punting 
you at Home. Mount Birds, Anin 


ieee “e 
Hunters. ret eyoursh ies Now Free. 
¥ 
Dept. 3279,. Omaha, Nebr 


bee 
FREE 
ROR RAWESTERN ¢ JTS TAXIDERMY? 


When answering advertisements please mention Spicy-ADyENTURE STORIES 


110 Spicy-Adventure Stories 


robe. She stood up to smile when 
Matt stumbled upon her and the 
robe fell away. 

- “T see by your face,” Si Si said, 
“ft is so now that I may safely 
dishonor the house of my honor- 
able but very old husband.” 

Matt took hold of her, but 
roughly. He was determined to 
hold onto any: tenderness his hands 
might have for another and a 
whiter form. 

“Your husband soon will have 


no house,” he said sternly. “There- 
fore you will obey me. You will 
love with honor, always.” 

She pouted. “Is it better so?” 

When she was persuaded much 
against her will that it was better 
so, she was smiles again. “Then 
you must hurry. You must hurry 
to that lily white one who has 
promised not to say quits any 
more.” 

And Matt hurried. 


The Crawling Death 


- {Continued from page 73} 


OOLAH sat in her hut, rubbing 

palm oil over the conical per- 
fection of her brown breasts. The 
day was hot, and the amber grease 
mixed with the perspiration dot- 
ting the valley of the Abyssinian’s 
bosom, forming tiny globules that 
clung to her velvet skin. 

And yet, Moolah realized as the 
tips of her fingers rubbed the oil 
into the resilient hillocks, all this 
trouble was wasted in the jungle 
fastness of the Sankuru, sur- 
rounded as she was by Wamasai 
savages. Some day... soon... 
she would go back to Sakota, or 
maybe to. Khartum. There were 
many white in Khartum, she had 
heard. 

Her mid-day reveries were inter- 
rupted as Muwambi’s coal-black 
figure loomed in the doorway. The 
savage’s thick lips spread back to 
reveal two rows of sharp, filed 
teeth. 

“Man coming through jungle 
trail,” he announced gutturally, 

Moolah came to her feet. 


“Wakwavi?” she queried, her 
brown eyes flashing. The Wak- 
wavi savages occupied the high 
plateau above the Sankuru River 
and were constantly descending 
into the jungle valley to attack the 
Wamasai tribe. But they were in 
deathly fear of the python and 
Moolah had used the twenty foot 
reptile again and again to rout 
them. 

Muwambi shook his huge, mis- 
shaped head. “No, not Wakwavi,” 
he muttered. “Man with skin like 
Moolah, almost white maybe.” 

A white man! Moolah tensed. 
Had her prayer been answered? 
“Catch him quick, Muwambi,” she 
ordered. “Bring him here!” 


Eee HOFFMAN, wan and hag- 

gard, his clothes in shreds, 
faced the Queen of the Wamasai 
with treacherous misgivings. For 
the occasion, Moolah had donned 
a loin cloth fashioned from the 
skin of a young jackal, which was 
scant protection. 
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“What you come for, white 
man?” Moolah demanded impe- 
riously. 

Hoffman explained his mission. 
When he mentioned Tarkoff’s 
name, the Abyssinian’s brown eyes 
lit up. She motioned to the three 
towering blacks flanking Hoffman. 
Silently they slid from the tent. 

“Tarkoff said you’d hide me out 
here until this thing blows over,” 
Hoffman concluded. “He’s a good 
friend of mine, Tarkoff.” 

“Tarkoff ...Tarkoff. ..”” Moolah 
whispered. It brought visions of 
Sakota and the gay, colorful ba- 
zaars. She looked at Carl Hoff- 
man’s broad, bull shoulders and 
his heavy-set, Teuton physique. 
Sensual thoughts licked at her 
brain like white-hot flames. Her 
breast rose and fell. 

“Yes, you may stay here,” she 
said quietly. “Where are the dia- 
monds?” 

Hoffman patted his chest. “I’ve 
got them all right.” 


Moolah held out her hand. 
me see.” 

Suspiciously, Hoffman brought 
out the chamois bag. He wished 
now he had had sense enough to 
separate the Kohler Diamond from 
the smaller gems. That one, above 
all, he wanted to keep. 


Moolah gasped as he spilled the 
contents of the bag into his palm. 
The big stone sparkled like a huge 
eye. The Abyssinian’s fingers 
closed about it and she cradled it 
against her breasts. It was a thing 
of fire, alive with color. 

“This one—this one I will keep,” 
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Hoffman stepped forward to 
protest, but a low, ominous hiss 
at the hut door behind him froze 
him to the ground. He twisted his 
head slowly, screaming out in hor- 
ror as the raised head of the py- 
thon crossed his path of vision. 
The creature’s beady black eyes 
shot venom. Moolah stepped in 
front of the German and dropped 
on her knees to the floor. The py- 
thon moved forward slowly until 
his wedge head swayed before the 
woman’s lips. Her hand came out 
and stroked the snake’s white 
belly. 

Suddenly, from outside the hut, 
came the excited screaming of the 
savages. Moolah heard only one 
word—“Wakwavi”—but it was 
enough. Twining the python’s 
neck about her arm she moved to 
the door. 

“Come,” she said, waving her 
hand to Hoffman. The German 
followed, his eyes bulging from 
their sockets. 


-QUTSIDE, the cluster of huts 

was alive with blacks—men, 
women and children. The male 
savages brandished long spears, 
the sharp quartz tips of which 
were rubbed with the poison of the 
Diosma berry. Some carried hard- 
wood kerries, knobbed at the end. 
The women huddled in a little 
group, clutching babies to their 
flabby black breasts. 

From the jungle came the blood- 
curdling war-ery of the Wakwavi 
tribe. A spear hurtled through 
the air, its tapered end whistling 
an eerie message of death as it 
passed through the belly of a 
Wamasai. Slithering entrails hung 

from the hooked tip protruding 


out the back of the impaled savage. 

Like wraiths appearing from 
nowhere, the painted bodies of the 
Wakwavi killers shot out from be- 
hind the baobab trees. Moolah 
tightened her grip about the py- 
thon’s neck as it struggled to loose 
itself, beating its tail against the 
ground. The attacking savages 
were drawing close. Already their 
hurtling spears had accounted for 
two Wamasai men and a fat wom- 
an, stuck through the neck with 
an infant clinging to her swollen 
breast. The ring of kerrie knobs 
cracking against bony _ skulls 
marked the hand-to-hand clash of 
the two tribes. 

At that moment, Moolah re- 
leased the thrashing python. “Al- 
lokah!’’ she called out. The Wa- 
masai savages fell back to a man. 

Hoffman, at the door of Moo- 
lah’s hut, watched in petrified 
amazement as the mottled reptile 
slid across the ground to meet the 
shrieking, blood-thirsty invaders. 
Their leader, a giant black whose 
body was a mass of ceremonial 
euts and slashes filled with color- 
ful pigments, stopped short as he 
saw the python coming towards 
him with lightning speed. His 
spear dropped to the ground and 
he turned, but moments too late. 
Quicker than the eye could follow, 
the snake’s tail whipped around, 
circled the savage’s waist and 
swung him off his feet as though 
he were a straw. There was a 
distinct snap as python’s muscles 
tightened, breaking the Wakwavi’s 
spine. Dropping the limp body, 
the python reached out again and 
caught two more in his thick coils. 
These he treated more harshly, 
squeezing them until blood spurted 
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from their eyes and their broken 
bodies were ghastly human hour- 
glasses, 

Fleeing before the slimy mon- 
ster, the balance of the invaders 
lost themselves in the jungle 
depths. Moolah, a cruel smile play- 
ing about her lips, instructed Mu- 
wambi to cut the bodies of the vic- 
tims up so that the reptile might 
gorge himself on them. The Wak- 
wavi warriors were too big for the 
python to take at one swallow. 
Walking back to her hut, she led 
Hoffman inside. In her right hand 
was clasped the Kohler Diamond. 

“You have said that I will keep 
this one, White Man?” she queried 
meaningfully. 

Hoffman licked his parched lips. 
“Yes,” he gasped. 

Moolah raised her arms, lifting 
the copper cones of her breasts. 

“The White Man likes Moolah?” 
she whispered. 

Hoffman nodded vacantly. 

“Then come,” she murmured, 
sinking down on a tiger-skin pallet. 


APTAIN ROY WINSTON 

paced restlessly outside the 
pup tent. His eyes were glassy 
from lack of sleep and radiating 
worry lines burst from their cor- 
ners. He could hear the husky 
wheeze of Joan’s labored breath- 
ing as she lay beneath the taut 
stretch of khaki canvas, burning 
up with jungle fever. 

From Stanley Falls, where Roy 
had decided to give up the camels 
and continue the rest of the jour- 
ney into the interior on foot, he 
had cursed himself for bringing 
Joan along. The entire trip was a 
fool’s errand, a needless trek into 
the hot hell of the jungle. There 
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was no news of Hoffman along the 
trail. Friendly Nubian tribes had 
supplied the information that a 
Devil God ruled the savage Wa- 
masais on the Sankuru River. On 
that flimsy lead, Roy had forged 
on. But now, he was up against a 
blank wall. The blacks he had 
hired en route refused to go any 
further. They, too, had heard 
about the Devil God of the San- 
kuru. And on top of everything, 
Joan was deathly sick. 

Allan Willoughby, who had 
spent two years in medical college, 
came out of the pup tent. Roy 
faced him. 

“Well?” he queried anxiously. 
“How is she?” 

Willoughby forced a wan smile. 
“T think she’s over the crisis, sir,” 
he replied. “The fever’s down and 
she’s resting easier. I wouldn’t 
worry if I were you.” 

“Worry? Damn it, man, that’s 
all I’ve done since we started from 
Khartum. This is the last trip I 
take out of the Sudan for anyone!” 
His jaw set hard. “Think you can 
leave her for an hour or two, Wil- 
loughby?” 

The Sergeant nodded. “Yes, 
sir, easily. She’s sleeping now.” 

Roy looked towards the circle of 
blacks seated cross-legged under 
the crude lean-to they had con- 
structed, “All right. Wake Fitz up 
and tell him to keep an eye ‘on 
things. You and I are going on a 
little expedition.” He walked over 
to the lean-to and motioned to one 
of the natives. The ebony giant 
sprang up and ran to Roy’s side. 

“Listen, Hagu,” Roy said, “I 
want to go through the jungle and 
see if we can’t locate that Wama- 
sai village.” From his pocket. he 
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produced a string of gayly colored 
beads and a handful of bright sil- 
ver coins. “You come with us, for 
this, Hagu?” 

The black shook his head nega- 
tively. “No. Devil God no good. 
Wamasai kill and Devil God eat.” 

Roy frowned. “You supersti- 
tious black beast!’ he blurted. 
“There isn’t any Devil God! It’s 
just a mad dream!” 

Hagu’s face was an impassive 
mask. “No go,” he mumbled. 
“Black man no like Devil God.” 

“All right, to hell with you!” 

“Roy spat. Willoughby and Fitz- 
roy joined him. “They won’t move 
a step further and that’s all there 
is to it,” he said. “And I’m not 
going to spend a minute too many 
in this jungle. You stay behind, 
Fitz, and keep an eye on things. 
Willoughby and I will try to locate 
this Wamasai place. If we don’t 
we'll turn back, and to hell with 
Ainslee, Fosdick and the whole 
Foreign Service! In case Mrs. 
Winston awakens before we re- 
turn, tell her not to worry.” 


aye only Hagu’s indefinite di- 
rections to guide them, Roy 
and Willoughby plunged through 
the dense underbrush of the jungle. 
High-powered carbines were slung 
over their shoulders and .44’s 
stuck from their hip holsters. An 
hour out, Roy, who was breaking 
trail with a short, curved sabre, 
stopped suddenly and motioned to 
Willoughby to draw up. A thou- 
sand feet ahead, the jungle pall 
was broken by the oblique rays of 
the sun. 
“T think I see huts,” Roy whis- 
pered. “Come on, but take it easy.” 
They moved on, their right 


hands resting on the heavy butts 
of their revolvers. A hundred 
yards from the clearing, Roy 
stopped again. Now, the cluster 
of jungle dwellings was plainly 
visible. He could see figures mov- 
ing about between the huts. Out 
came his field glasses and he 
trained them on the colony. 

“There’s a white man there!” he 
gasped. “It looks like Hoffman! 
Damn it, if. it is we’re sure play- 
ing in luck!” He passed the glasses 
over to Willoughby. “Here, take 
a look.” 

Willoughby raised the glasses to 
his eyes. Roy looked up as an un- 
usual noise in the thick branches 
of the baobab tree above him at- 


tracted. his attention. His face 
froze. 
“Willoughby! Look out!” he 


screamed, ducking and drawing 
his .44 in the same motion. Crack! 
A shot rang out, but the singing 
pellet of lead missed the weaving 
target sliding down from the tree 
branch. Before Roy could pull the 
trigger again, the tentacle of the 
python’s tail was wrapped around 
Willoughby’s body, drawing it into 
the air. Trapped in the bone- 
crushing coil of muscle, Wil- 
loughby shrieked. His feet kicked 
frantically as he fought to release 
his arms, pinned to his sides by 
the reptile’s spring-steel body. 
Roy’s revolver barked again 
but the shot went wide. The blacks 
in the Wamasa village had al- 
ready heard. Willoughby’s cries 
and were coming on the run, spears 


poised. 
Cold sweat poured out all over 
Roy’s body. He knew he was 


trapped between two deaths. For 
a fleeting moment he thought of 
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ARL HOFFMAN kneeled be- 

side Joan Winston’s prostrate 
figure. His eyes, hot and seeking, 
wandered over her body, drink- 
ing in the undulating beauty of 
her lush curves. It had been the 
shock of his life to find her under 
a pup tent in the Englishman’s 
encampment when he and a dozen 
Wamasai blacks had stormed the 
place. He smiled. Moolah, the Ab- 
yssinian, was all right, but her 
body reeked from the cloying odor 
of oil and bucchu scent, and her 
hair was coarse and stiff. 

Joan stirred in her coma. Her 
breasts, full and white, jutted from 
the torn bodice of her blouse. The 
lush woman-flesh of her thighs, 
their alabaster smoothness marred 
by bramble scratches, drew the 
German like a magnet. It was 
cool now, free of the ravaging heat 
of fever. 

Hoffman rose and peered out 
the door of the hut Moolah had 
given him. A few black women 
were in sight, nobody else. Re- 
turning to Joan’s side, he dropped 
down beside her again. She moaned 
softly. 


[Ff WAS dark when Roy Winston 
cracked the tortured lids of his 
eyes and looked up into the admir- 
ing face of Moolah. A pine pitch 
torch burned at one end of the hut, 
giving off a ghostly light and 
clouds of acrid smoke. He remem- 
bered everything vividly. The py- 
thon ... poor Willoughby’s death 
shrieks . . . and the slimy coils 
about his own body. How... how 
had he escaped? Gradually, his 
eyes became accustomed to the 
flickering light. He tried to move, 
but a sharp pain in his thigh 


weakened him. The spear! 

“Moolah save you from Devil 
God,” a voice whispered. 

Roy’s mind shot back to Joan. 
Was she all right? Safe? By some 
miracle, he was alive. He had to 
get back to the encampment! He 
sat up. ; 

“Rest, White man,” Moolah cau- 
tioned. 

Roy’s arms shot out and twisted 
about Moolah’s neck. Mistaking 
the movement for a sign of affec- 
tion, the sensual Abyssinian parted 
her thick lips to receive his ear- 
esses. But Roy had no such plan 
in mind. Spinning her to the 
ground, he curled his fingers about 
her throat. 

An Indian had once taught him 
how to render an enemy uncon- 
scious by thumb pressure on the 
esophagus. A ery escaped Moo- 
lah’s lips before Roy could find the 
spot. It died in her throat as he 
bore down hard, but the damage 
had been done. 

The night became alive with 
weird savage yells. Unmindful of 
the excruciating pain in his thigh, _ 
Roy serambled over to the torch 
and jammed its flaming tip into 
the dirt. The interior of the hut 
became pitch dark. He glued his 
body to the wall, his right hand 
still clutching the smoking torch. 
Something metallic brushed 
against his foot. Bending, he 
groped for it. A gasp of amaze- 
ment escaped his lips as his fingers 
contacted cold steel . ..a revol- 
ver ... his revolver. The butt 
slipped into his palm and he stood 
erect again. 

Dark figures apeared at the hut 
door. Roy aimed, set himself for 
the backlash of the heavy gun and 
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waited for the first savage to enter 
the door. He was thinking how 
lucky he was the entrance was nar- 
row. He could pop them one at a 
time until the weapon was empty. 
Then ... then. . . He tried not to 
think of what would happen after 
that. 

Tensed, he waited. Why in hell 
didn’t they start coming in? The 
answer came with a familiar hiss 
and the weaving outline of the py- 
thon’s head against the gray-black 
sky. Roy’s finger clicked on the 
trigger. The revolver spat flame 
but the zooming bullet tore harm- 
lessly through the palm leaf wall. 
It was impossible to score a hit 
on that dipping, swaying target 
and he was wasting bullets. 

A thought flashed through Roy’s 
mind. Leaping to the center of 
the hut he lifted Moolah’s supine 
body in his arms and flung it at 
the reptile. The flat head shot for- 
ward, the jaws gaped and the wom- 
an’s brown legs vanished into the 
wet maw. Roy slid along the wall 
~ until he was close to the door. 

Then, summoning all his strength, 
he left the ground, hurtled over 
the python’s coils and out the 
door. He could hear the snake 
threshing about inside the hut. A 
torch one of the savages had 
dropped smouldered on the dry 
ground. Roy picked it up, swung 
it to fan the flame and then hurled 
it to the roof of the hut. 

Instantly the dry thatch caught. 

In a moment the hut was a blazing 
inferno and from the heart of it 
came a maniacal scream. A coil of 
fire shot out the door as the py- 


thon, its body burning, strove 
madly to escape. In the eerie light, 
its head seemed to have grown and 
taken on human shape. Roy chilled — 
as he realized what it was. It was 
Moolah’s head, protruding from 
the snake’s mouth! Her body was 
wedged tight in the python’s 
throat! He was choking to death 
on his mistress! 

Roy turned away as the fire 
licked at the woman’s face. The 
savages were all down on their 
stomachs, prostrated at the weird 
vision. Only one of them stood 
erect and a rifle was glued to his 
shoulder. 

Roy ducked as the gun spoke. 
From his new position he could see 
a@ white hand on the barrel of the 
rifle. Hoffman! Ping! <A bullet 
spat into the dirt at his feet. Up 
came the revolver. It roared into 
the flame-lit night and Hoffman 
crumpled up, a bullet through his 
left eye. 


[NSPECTOR-GENERAL FOS- 

DICK weighed the Kohler Dia- 
mond in the palm of his right 
hand. “Here’s the letter from the 
mining people,” he said. “Blarst 
their hides if they didn’t say you 
could keep the bauble for a wed- 
ding present!” 

Roy’s arm came about Joan’s 
waist and he drew her close. “We'll 
take it, sir,” he replied, “but from 
now on it’s the Devil God Dia- 
mond, just to remind us of things.” 

Joan shivered perceptibly. Dis- 
regarding the presence of the blus- 
tering Inspector, she twined her 
arms about Roy’s neck and gave 
him her lips. 
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{Continued from page 93} 


won’t cross the line.” He dashed 
around the clump of buildings on 
the United States side, took the 
wheel of his parked ear and in a 


moment had it whipped around, - 


Bernice swung to the running 
board before he could slow down 
to pick her up. 


HEY drove toward Yuma. 
Cragston engaged a cabin at a 

tourist’s camp. At that early hour, 
it was easy to slip Bernice from 
the car without her tattered negli- 
gée being noticed. Later in the 
morning, Cragston went out and 
returned with enough clothing to 
permit her to appear in public. 

Half an hour later Cragston was 
heading his V-8 across an arroyo 
and toward a cleft in the foothills 
of the Gil range. Thorn-bristling 
ocatillas swayed like menacing 
clusters of flame crested serpents 
in the blistering desert breeze, and 
gigantic sahuaros lifted gro- 
tesque, threatening arms. Crag- 
ston braked to a halt at the foot 
of a knoll that was crowned by 
the graying timbers and rusting 
machinery of a twenty-stamp mill: 
the abandoned Aces-Up mine in 
whose barren depths Jim Gregory 
claimed to have discovered a fresh 
outcropping of ore. 

The walls of the adjoining ra- 
vine were pock-marked with pros- 
pect shafts, but the only sign of 
life was a horned toad darting for 
cover. Cragston halted at one of 
the wooden columns of the tow- 
ering ore bin. He indicated a non- 


liability notice posted there, which 
stated that the Aces-Up Mining 
Company had leased to James H. 
Gregory ‘‘all that certain mine 
and mining property situated in 
the Gila Mining District, County 
of Yuma, and described as fol- 
lows—’’ 

He glanced at the date. Then he 
sealed the steep wall of the ravine, 
and from an adjoining knoll 
studied the lay of the land. He 
found a recently staked claim. A 
vein cropped out there, and as 
far as Cragston could tell at that 
stage of the work, it dipped down 
and toward the Aces-Up. He esti- 
mated the distance, and began to 
see a motive for murdering Jim 
Gregory. The names posted on the 
new claim bore no resemblance to 
Mendoza; but that meant nothing. 
He fairly slid down the steep 
slope. 

“Just one more move, and I’ll 
have it,” Cragston said. “Here’s_ 
the point: if. Jim Gregory re- 
located a new vein in the aban- 
doned Aces-Up, by law he is en- 
titled to work that vein for three 
thousand feet, no matter where it 
leads. In other words, the fellow 
up on the knoll discovered the 
other end of the vein that Jim - 
found underground. The distance 
is less than three thousand feet 
from the Aces-Up drifts. So Greg- 
ory was killed to keep him from 
invalidating the claim up on the 
hill. Get it?” 

Bernice took it for granted. 

“I’m going down,” continued 





+) TEP 











FOOT ITC 


ATHLETE’S FOOT 





PAY N 
TILL RELIEVED 
Send Coupon 


According to the Government Health 
Bulletin No. E-28, at least 50% of the adult 
population of the United States are being 
attacked by the disease known as Athlete’s 


Foot. 

Usually the disease starts between the toes. 
Little watery blisters form, and the skin cracks 
and peels. After a while, the itching becomes in- 
tense, and you feel as though you would like to 
scratch off all the skin. 


BEWARE OF IT SPREADING 


Often the disease travels all over the bottom of the 
feet. The soles of your feet become red and swollen. 
The skin also cracks and peels, and the itching be- 
comes worse and worse. 

Get relief from this disease as quickly as possible, 
because it is very contagious, and it may go to your 
hands or even to the under arm or crotch of the legs. 


When answering advertisements please mention Spicy-ADVENTURE STORIES 








WHY 
TAKE CHANCES? 


. The germ that causes the disease is 
known as Tinea Trichophyton. It buries 
itself deep in the tissues of the skin and 
is very hard to kill. A test made shows 
it takes 15 minutes of boiling to destroy 
the germ, whereas, upon contact, labo- 
ratory tests show that H. F. will kill 
the germ Tinea Trichophyton within 15 
seconds, 

H. F. was developed solely for the 
purpose of relieving Athlete’s Foot. It 
is a liquid that penetrates and dries 
quickly. You just paint the affected 
parts. H. F. gently peels the skin, 
which enables it to get to parasites 
which exist under the outer cuticle. 


ITCHING OFTEN 
RELIEVED 
QUICKLY 


As soon as you apply H. F. you may 
find that the itching is relieved. You 
should paint the infected part with 
H. F. night and morning until your feet 
are better. Usually this takes from 
three to ten days. 

H. F. should leave the skin soft and 
smooth. You may marvel at the quick 
way it brings you relief. It costs you 
nothing to try, so if you are troubled 
with Athlete’s Foot why wait a day 


om WF. SENT 
GN FREE TRIAL 


Sign and mail the coupon, 
and a bottle of H. F. will be 













mailed you immediately. Don’t 
send any money and don’t pay 
the postman any money; don’t 
pay anything any time un- 
less H. F. is helping you. 
If it does help you, we 
know you will be glad to 
send us $1 for the bottle at 
the end of ten days. 
That’s how much faith 
we have in H. F. Read, 
sign and mail the cou- 
pon today. 


| GORE PRODUCTS, INC. 
; 300 Perdido St., New Orleans, La. 


| Please send me immediately a bottle of H. F. for foot 
trouble as described above. I agree to use it according 
to directions. If at the end of 10 days my feet are 
] getting better, I will send you $1. If I am not entirely 
satisfied, I will return the unused portion of the bottle 
Ito you within 15 days from the time I receive it, 


i 


[ ADDRESS .-cecescccssscecercseseecceseorssese 


OS ee eee STATE. «.....--- 


1 


~ 


124 Sp iey- Adventure Stories 


Cragston, “to see what Jim Greg- 
ory found. Then I’m declaring 
open season on the guys that 
staked that claim up there.” 

He turned to the winze, which 
sloped at a steep slant into the 
black depths of the earth. Bernice 
shivered as she saw the un- 
plumbed darkness. Cragston 
seized the hoist cable to give him 
a hold for the descent of the slip- 
pery slope. Despite his protests, 
Bernice followed him. “I’d rather 
be with you than alone, up here.” 


At LAST they reached the bot-— 


tom level; but before follow- 
ing the drift that led to the dis- 
covery shaft, near the stamp mill, 
Cragston saw that something had 
broken the fine film of dust that 
still coated the other passages. 
Occasional chunks of quartz lay 
in the trail. The direction indi- 
cated was toward the claim he had 
seen on the adjoining knoll. Crag- 
ston presently halted, jabbed the 
beam of his light here and there 
as though seeking a missing land- 
mark. 

“Looks like just another tun- 
nel,” said Bernice. “Only it’s 
lower than the others.” 

“That’s just it! He followed a 
hunch and working single handed, 
he cut a drift in an entirely new 

direction.” 
~  Cragston sank to his knees. 
“Stay here.” 

“Oh, Lord,” she protested. “It’s 
so dark.” 

“Stay here!’’ barked Cragston, 
“or I’ll sock you! You can’t tell 
what I’ll find. Something not so 
pleasant to look at.” 

Cragston’s advance was short. 
The white glare revealed streaked, 


brown quartz. A hammer and 
drill lay close at hand. In the face 
of the drift Cragston saw a round 
hole that had been bored for the 
blast that was to loosen another 
yard of the glass hard rock. He 
snatched a hammer, pounded off 
a chunk and saw dull, yellowish 
flakes. 

Gold. Lots of it. 

He crawled back. He found 
Bernice looking sick and white- 
faced. 

“What’s the matter?” 

“T caught a whiff of air coming 
from the other direction. It set 
me thinking.” She shuddered. “I 
struck some matches and followed 
the odor’’—Cragston caught her 
by the arm. He-knew what she had 
found. 

“Jim? gn 

“Yes, Oh... it was awful—’’ 
She swallowed hard, then added, 
“Knifed. Lying near a ease of dy- 
namite he’d been opening.” 

“Let’s go,” said Cragston. 
“Nothing to do but get Mendoza.” 

And then Cragston saw that 
they had blundered into a trap. 
There was a wavering gleam that 
stopped just-short of the turn 
around which Bernice had ven- 
tured. He heard a muffled footfall, 
and voices muttering in Spanish. 

“Run for the ladder!’’ he whis- 
pered. “T’ll hold ’em.” 

The harshness of his voice for- 
bade protest. But Bernice pres- 
ently returned. By the momentary 
flicker of his carefully shaded 
flashlight Cragston saw the pallor 
of her face and the despair in her 
eyes. 

“The first length of the ladder 
is gone,” she said. “They must 
have taken it out.” 
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“Flatten out!’’ he hissed as a 
lantern just cleared the angle to 
tempt him to fire. “If the Aces- 
Up is going to be a graveyard, I’ll 
make it one in a big way. Listen, 
Funny Face—keep out of sight, 
and if they get me, you can sneak 
out after them, when they leave. 
They came in through the other 
shaft.” 

A pistol echoed in the drift. 
Lead smacked against the wall. 
Cragston’s .45 jumped into line. 
He poured bullets at the dark fig- 
ure that had ventured beyond cov- 
er. He dropped to the floor as the 
enemy fairly hosed the drift with 
lead ; but the jets of fire came from 
the opposite wall of the passage- 
way. 

They had tricked him with a 
dummy. 

The lantern glow winked out. 
Cragston heard a stealthy rustling 
in the dark. He listened, localized 
it, and fired from the shelter of 
the outcropping rock. He heard 
his bullets ricochet. Fire again 
spurted from the blackness, but it 


was nearer, and now came from|® 


the other side of the tunnel. They 
were zigzagging in on him. 


Cragston was nearly out of re 


cartridges. There was a deadly, 
sinister silence. He suddenly felt 
utterly alone in the darkness. Ber- 
nice must have taken his advice. 


If she escaped, vengeance would | ge 
be assured. She knew enough.|& 
Then he heard a faint rustling be-|* 


hind him. 


KE HAD to advance. If they got 
him now, they would discover 
Bernice before she found a hiding 
place. Cragston muffled the flash- 
light with his hat. Then he locked 
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the catch, and laid light and hat 
on the floor against the opposite 
wall. He removed his shoe laces, 
spliced them, and tied one end into 
a hole he punched into his hat 
brim. That done, he crept for- 
ward, holding the lace. 

He gained a yard before the hat 
was jerked clear. Pistols crackled. 
Lead spattered about the flash- 
light. He bounded forward, his 
advance masked by the echoing 
fire; but halfway to the enemy, his 
trick was discovered. He heard 
a yell, rolled clear as bullets 
smacked against the rocky walls. 
He felt the searing stab of lead 
and the stinging laceration of 
splintered quartz; but before the 
snipers could pick him off, Crag- 
ston leaped to his. feet, pistol blaz- 
ing. A slug tore into his shoulder. 
White hot jabs grazed his ribs and 
seared his legs. Cragston, des- 
perate with pain and wrath, 
jerked his last shot into the con- 
fusion. 

He heard a mortal yell and 
gurgling exhalation. His final shot 
had doubled someone in a heap. 
Cragston flung himself aside as a 
volley riddled the darkness. 

“Pedro! Tomas! You fools, kill 
him!”’ yelled a frenzied voice. 
“His gun’s empty.” 

Their fire had not extinguished 
the flashlight he had laid on the 
floor. By its beam Cragston recog- 
nized Mendoza, following his men 
into the open. His brain exploded 
in a simmering fire of rage. Half 
blinded by blood streaming from 
his creased scalp, he plunged for- 
ward, smashing right and left with 
his empty pistol. Mendoza’s men 
were caught off guard. Their 
hastily jerked shots went wild. 


Cragston’s insane, zigzagging 
charge carried him through the 
swaying line. The foree of his 
rush brought him erashing against 
the angle of the drift, half a doz- 
en yards beyond, before he could 
turn to close in again. The impact 
knocked him fiat, stunned and 
helpless. 

Mendoza yelled. They whirled; 
but before they eould close in, an 
explosion shook the drift. There 
was a surge of flame and a roar 
that drowned all outeries. Crag- 
ston felt as though he had been 
crushed by a pile driver. Hot, 
nitrous fumes seared his eyes and 
nostrils. Blackness closed about — 

Cragston’s next perception was 
a gleam of light. He stirred, 
cursed, seized his empty pistol. 

“Tt’s all over,” said a trembling ~ 
voice. Bernice was beside him. “I 
thought you were still by the flash- 
light. The shadows fooled me. I’d 
gone back to where Jim’s body 
lay by the case of dynamite. I 
took a couple of sticks and put 
on a short fuse. Lit it with Jim’s 
cigarette lighter which I took 
when you weren’t looking this 
morning. I thought I was throw- 
ing the bomb over your shoulder, 
not at you, in the midst of the 
tangle. Oh, Lord, I might have 
blown you to pieces if you hadn’t 
broken through them!’’ 

She was sobbing hysterically. - 

“Nuts!’’ grumbled Cragston. 
“I’m leaking like a sieve, but 
otherwise okay. Give me a lift. I 
can find the way out.” 

Half leading, half dragging 
Cragston, Bernice picked the way 
with the flashlight which had 
somehow survived the explosion, 


Box of Death 


“The blast got Mendoza,” she 
said as they emerged from a tun- 
nel opening into. the ravine. She 
boosted him into the car. Then, 
taking the wheel: ‘‘Did Jim really 
find a rich vein?” 

“Filthy with gold,” said Crag- 
ston. “So Jim’s widow is damn 
well taken care of.” 

“She’s already been taken care 
of.” 

There was something odd about 
Bernice’s soft laugh. Cragston 
shook off his dizziness and sharply 
eyed her. 

“What do you mean?” 

“T was thinking of last night, 
in San Luisito. You see, I’m Jim’s 
widow—’’ 

“What? Why the devil—how—” 

“Because,” she explained, “I’d 
seen Jim’s snapshots of you. He 
left the cigarette lighter at home 
when he went to Yuma. I lied 
about being a narcotic agent, 
otherwise you’d never have let me 
earry on with my scheme. I didn’t 
know it’d wind up this quick. 

“And another thing. I knew last 
night that until you’d actually 
found Jim’s body, you’d keep me 
at a distance, instead of— 

“Never mind the other reasons,” 
said Cragston. “When we get back 
to that tourist’s camp, you’ll find 
out Jim’s widow hadn’t even be- 
gun to be taken care of! And that 
goes from now on and always.” 





“Dan Turner— 
Hollywood Detective’ 
A brand new magazine full of stories 


about Hollywood’s super-sleuth! 
On all newsstands soon... . 
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CLASSIFIED SECTION 


SONG POEMS WANTED 


SONGWRITERS, Write for free booklet. Profit Sharing 
oon Allied Music, 7608 Reading, Dept. 35, Cincinnati, 
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SONGWRITERS: Send poem for our plan and FREE 
Rhyming Dictionary, RICHARD BROTHERS, 45 Woods 
Building, Chicago, 


PERSONALS 


ee 
Why be lonely? We have a long Pen pal list, only 50c, 
Ideal Letter Club, Box 531, Bellefontaine, Ohio, 


LONELY!! eS See PEN-PAL BULLETIN WITH 
100 NAMES AND ADDRESSES. Box 5450—Metropolitan 
Station, Los Angeles, Unlifornin. 


ON 
LONELINESS IS AVOIDABLE. Find your sweetheart 
through Universal Service, G. P. O. 131-F, New York. 
Enclose stamp—age. 


LONESOME? Join Reliable Club — Established 1903. 
Book of photos and descriptions of wealt members, 
Free, sealed, EXCHANGE COMPANY, 3827-F Main, 
Kansas City, 


Lonely? Let nationally known organization supply desir- 
able friends or select helpmate for you. Stamp age. 
Rev. Jones, Box 2181, Kansas City, Mo. 


FOR AN AFFECTIONATE sweetheart, worthwhile and 
generous, write: MARY LEE, 445-W, Rolla, Missouri. 
All letters answered. 


Lonely Hearts . . . MARRY WEALTHY .. . CONFT- 
DENTIAL INTRODUCTIONS BY LETTER, Personal 
Quick Service, Reliable, Established 1924, Nation-wide 
Membership, most all ages. FREE PARTICULARS, 
PHOTOS, DESCRIPTIONS SEALED. LOIS REEDER, 
Box 549, PALESTINE, TEXAS. 


MEET YOUR SWEETHEART thru America’s best Cor- 
respondence Club. Sealed Particulars FREE. Members 
everywhere. AMERICAN CLUB, Box 6836-M, Phila., 


LONELY? Confidential introductions. Romantic. Dig- 
nified. Sealed particulars FREE. National Service, Box 
1470-C, Washington, D. C. 


PHOTOGRAPHY 


STEREOSCOPIC (3 dimensional) Art Photos and views. 
aia brings particulars, Oddity House, St. Petersburg, 
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UCATIONAL 


ORRESPONDENCE courses and educational books, 
slightly used. Sold, Rented. Exchanged. All subjects. Sat- 
isfaction guaranteed. Cash paid for used courses. Com: 
plete details and bargain Catalog Free. Write NELSON 
COMPANY, 500 Sherman, Dept. M-241, Chicago. 


DETECTIVES 


DETECTIVES ~ TRAINING - SECRET INVESTIGA- 
TIONS; FINGER-PRINTS. Short Modern Easy Method. 
Home -Travel. Secret Code, Booklet, and Particulars 
FREE. Write Chief Mullica, International Detective 
System. 577K Orpheum Bldg., Jersey City, New Jersey. 











DETECTIVES—Make secret investigations. Experience 
unnecessary. Detective particulars free. Write, George 
Wagner, 2640-B, Broadway, N. Y. 





MOTION PICTURE & SOUND EQUIPMENT 


. 


“DIFFERENT” home movies. Sample, catalog, dime. 
FALSTAFF, Room 906, Michigan-Ohie Bldg., Chicago. 


AGENTS 


COMIC XMAS CARDS—The snappy kind. 21-$1.00. Sam- 
ples 25e. Starteo, 1017 Mulberry, Springfield, Ohio. 


When answering advertisements please mention Sprcy-ADyENTURE STORIES 


STOP worrying —the true facts ............ 


about SEX are frankly revealed! 


AWAY with false modesty! At last a 

famous doctor has told a// the secrets of 

sex in frank, daring language. No prudish 

beating about the bush,.no veiled hints, but 

TRUTH, blazing through 576 pages of 
straightforward facts, 


Love is the most magnificent ecstasy in 
the world... know how to hold your loved 
one, don’t glean half-truths from unreliable 
sources. Now you can know how to end 
ignorance ... fear ...and self denial! 

Eeorpbing pertaining to sex is discussed 
in daring language. All the. things z 
have wanted to know about your sex life, 
information about which other books only 
vaguely hint, is yours at last. 


MORE THAN 100 VIVID PICTURES 

The 106 illustrations Jeave little to the 
imagination . . . know how to overcome 
physical mismating ... know what to do on 
your wedding night to avoid the torturing 
gesults of ignorance. 

Some will be offended by the amazing 
frankness of this book and its vivid illustra- 


gions, but the world has no longer any use 


rr prudery and false modesty. 

Don’t be a slave to ignorance and fear. 
Enjoy the rapturous delights of the perfect 

ve life! 

Lost love . ., scandal ... divorce... can 

» often be prevented by knowledge. Only 

the ignorant pay the awful penalties of 
‘wrong sex practises. Read the facts, clearly, 
startlingly told... study thesd illustrations 
and grope in darkness no longer. 


SEND NO MONEY! 


To show you our faith is your satisfaction 
with this amazing k, we are offering it 
fo you on trial. You send no money—just 
fill out the coupon below and then when it 
arrives, in plain wrapper, pay the postman 
$2.98 plus postage, Keep the book five days, 
then if you are not completely satisfied, sen 
it back and we will refund your money im- 
mediately without question. “Eugenics and 
Sex Harmony” will sot be sold to minors, 


$76 DARING PAGES - 



















Please send me, ‘Hug 


© Send C.0.D. plus postage. 






: Name 
Address 
_ Oity and State. 





Pioneer Publications, Inc., 1790 Broadway, Dept. 2136, New York, N.Y. 
enics and Sex Harmony” in plain wrapper. ‘ 
If I am not completely satisfied I can return the book and the 
entire purchase price will be refunded immediately, 
me free of charge your book on ‘New Birth Control Facts.” 
OI enclose $2.98, ship postpaid. 


Orders from Foreign Countries 15 Shillings in Advance 


oe 
When answering advertisements please 


ATTRACT THE OPPOSITE SEX! 

Know how to enjoy the thrilling experi- 
ences that are your birthright... know how 
rs attract the opposite sex... how to hold 
love. 

Are you an awkward novice in the art of 
love-making? Or, a master of its difficult 
technique? Knowledge is the basis of the 
perfect, satisfying love life. Ignorance leads 
to fear, worry, disease and shame. End 
ignorance today. You owe it to yourself—to 
the one you love—to read this book NOW! 







PREVENT 
DISEASE. | 


BANISH 


WHAT EVERY MAN SHOULD KNOW 
The Sexual Embrace CanVirilltyBoResained? 
Secrets of the Honeymoon Sexual Starvation 

Mistakes of Early Marriage Glands and Sex Instinct 
Venereal Diseases The Truth About Abuse 


WHAT EVERY WOMAN SHOULD KNOW 
Joys of Perfect Mating How to Attract and Hold Men 
What to Allowa Lover toDo Sexual Slavery of Women 
fatimate Feminine Hygrene Essentials of Happy Marriage 
Birth Control The Sex Organs 





Also send 





Age 





F 4790 _ Broadway, 
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mention Spicy-ADVENTURE STORIES 


SAYS THAT MOST 
DIVORCES ARE CAUSED 
BY SEX IGNORANCE! é 
@ When a man and woman who have been 
mutually attracted to each other and have enjoyed 
each other's company separate, there must be some 
tragic misunderstanding. In most cases that 
misunderstanding is due to sex ignorance. 


| . ae 


IS SEX IGNORANCE 
DRIVING THE ONE 
YOU LOVE INTO THE 





® Learn how to keep the love of your fi 
wife at the high pitch of thrilling devotion. A 
Satisfaci sex life will bind your loved one t@ 
you for afl time. 


OVER 100 
GRAPHIC 
Mustrations 


There is no longer any need to pay the 
awful price for one moment of bliss. Read 
the scientific pathological facts told so 
bravely by Dr. Rubin. The chapters on 
venereal disease are alone worth the price 
of this book! 

You want to know, and you should know every< 
thing about sex. Sex is no longer asin, a mystery 
itis your pas power for happiness. You owe it 
to yourself, to the apd love, to tear aside che 
curtain of hypocrisy and learn the naked truth? 


This AMAZING NEW BOOK 


included FREE of extra charge 


Dr. Clinton in his book Birth Control Facts, ex 
Plains the theory and practice of the Ogino-Knaus 
method of rhythmic birth control. He also gives 
his table of the ‘‘safe’’ and ‘fertile’’ periods— 
to control conception. 

This boek is sent FREE and is included without 
extra charge with EUGENICS 
and SEX HARMGNY. 


every purchase of 


PIONEER PUBLICATIONS, INC. 
New York City 
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World’s Greatest Collection ofS 
Strange and Secret Photographs 


Now you can travel round the world with the 
most daring adventurers. You can see with 
your own eyes, the weirdest peoples on earth. You 
witness the strangest customs of the red, white, 
brown, black and yellow races. You attend their 
startling rites, their mysterious practices. They 
are all assembled for you in these five great vol- 
umes of THE SECRET MUSEUM OF MANKIND. 


600 LARGE PAGES 


Here is the World’s Greatest Collection of {FH 
Strange and Secret Photographs. Here are Exotic ) 
Photos from Europe, Primitive Photos from 
Africa, Torture Photos from Asia, Female 







of marriage and female slavery \y 
in China, Japan, India, ete. Through 
the intimacy of the camera you wit- 
ness the exotic habits of every con- 
tinent and the strangest customs of 
life and love in America, Europe, etc. 
You are bewildered by these large 
pages of ONE THOUSAND PHO- 
TOGRAPHS including 130 full-page 
photos, and thrilled by the hundreds 


Photos from Oceania and America, and hun- 
dreds of others. There are almost 600 LARGE 
PAGES of Strange & Secret Photographs, each 
page 57 square inches in size! 


1,000 REVEALING PHOTOS 


You see actual courtship practiced in every 
quarter of the world. You see magic and mys- 
tery in queer lands where the foot of a white 
man has rarely trod. You see Oriental modes 


Contents of 5-Volume Set 
Volume 1—The Secret Album of Africa 
Volume 2—The Secret Album of Europe 
Volume 3—The Secret Album of Asia 
Volume 4—The Secret Album of America 
Volume 5—The Secret Album of Oceania 
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1 of short stories that describe them. 


é. 5 GREAT VOLUMES 


The SECRET MUSEUM OF MANKIND consists of five 
picture-packed volumes (solidly bound together for con- 
venient reading). Dip into any one of these volumes, and 
as you turn its pages, you find it difficult to tear yourself 
away. Here, in story and unusual photo, is the WORLD’S 
GREATEST COLLECTION OF STRANGE AND SECRET 
PHOTOGRAPHS, containing everything from Female 
Beauty Round the Wor!'d to the most Mysterious Cults and 
Customs. These hundreds and hundreds of large pages 
will give you days and nights of thrilling instruction. 


Specimen Photos 


Various Secret Societies—Civilized Love vs. Savage— 
Exotic Rites and Cults—Strange Crimes, Criminals— 
Omens, Totems & Taboos—Mysterious Customs—Dress 
& Undress Round the World. 


1,000 Strange and Secret Photos 


SEND NO MONEY 


Simply sign & mail the coupon. Remember. 
each of the 5 volumes is 9% inches high, and 
opened over a foot wide! Remember also that 
this 5-Volume Set formerly sold for $10. And 
it is bound in expensive ‘‘life-time’’ cloth. 
Don’t put this off. Fill out the coupon, drop 
it in the next mail and receive this huge 
work at once. 
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70 Fifth Ave., Dept. 512, New York. | 


Send me ‘The Secret Museum of Mankind’ wm 
(5 great volumes bound together). I will pay 
postman $1.98, plus postage on arrival. If in 5 |_| 
days 1 am not delighted, I will return the book 
and you will refund my $1.98. i | 





City State 
oO CHECK HERE, if you are enclosing $1.98 a 
thus saving the mailing costs, 


LIFE INSURANCE POLICY 
MWSURES VOUR ENTIRE FAME: 


TOTAL COST 


‘a MONTH 


FAVS FOR Akh 





Now, modern life insurance methods make it possible for a// of your family, including 
in-laws, to be insured in one policy paying guaranteed benefits for death from any cause. 


Instead of issuing five or six policies to include mother, father, sons and daughters, 


even grandparents, we now issue just-one policy that insures them all . 


& grantee Resp 


FAMILY POLICY 
INSURES FROM 2 to 6 
MEMBERS OF YOUR FAMILY 

For Natural 


or Ordinary 
Accidental Death 





For Auto 
Accidental Death 


For Travel 
Accidental Death 


The figures shown abuve represent the 
insurance provided by the policy on a 
typical average family of five persons. 


GUARANTEE RESERVE LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY 
DEPARTMENT ’6-™% HAMMOND, INDIANA 


NO AGENT WILL CALL 


10-DAY FREE ANSPECTLONY OFFER 


SEND NO MONEY 





“Up 


. and at one low 


To guarantee payment on each death that occurs 
in your insured family, we have figured this policy 
out on the strict legal reserve basis, complying 
with State government requirements in every 
respect. This is your assurance of Cash When You 
Need It Most. Claims are paid at once... with- 
out argument or delay. State records verify our 
fair and just settlements, 


Guarantee Reserve specializes in full family 
coverage, that’s why we can offer safe, guaran- 
teed life insurance on your whole family at one 
low price of only $1.00 a month, 


To eliminate costly doctor fees, etc., we have elimi- 
nated Medical Examination. All people from age 1 to 
75, in good health may be included in this new type 
Guarantee Reserve family policy. No membership 
fees, no examination fees, no policy fee... $1.00 a 
month pays for one policy that insures all. 


@uarantee Weserbe wire INSURANCE CO. 
GUARANTEE RESERVE BLDG., Dept. 26.M@, Hammond Ind. 


Gentlemen: Without obligation, please send me at once 
complete information on how to get your Family Life 
Policy for FREE inspection. 








